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	1. 1-1: New Arrival

**This is my first ever HTTYD fanfic, and I hope you like it!**

**Any reviews, whether positive or negative, are appreciated! I'd like to hear what you think!**

**Disclaimer- I do not own any of the characters from HTTYD mentioned here, they all belong to Dreamworks. The only characters I own are the ones not from HTTYD (i.e. Thorn and the teachers).**

* * *

><p>New Arrival<p>

The classroom was as it usually was at the start of a new year- noisy, and full of boisterous people who all thought they were the best in the room. As soon as the teacher walked in, the atmosphere changed. Kids put away their phones, quietly spat out the gum they were chewing, adjusted their clothes to make sure they fit with school regulations, and hurried to their desks. Standing to attention, twenty nine pairs of eyes watched the teacher walk to the front of the class. Although, it was probably more likely that most of those twenty nine pairs of eyes were watching the other person meekly following the teacher. It was a boy, of below average height. He had floppy reddish- brown hair and wide eyes the colour of an evergreen forest. His clothes were rough and utilitarian- pale green shirt, and loose brown trousers flapping over a pair of scuffed trainers. Nearer the back of the class, all the rest of the boys were smirking and silently sniggering. The boy was also very scrawny. He looked like he would break with the slightest impact. Most of the boys already had him pegged down as an easy target, one who wouldn't put up much of a fight.

The teacher addressed the class.

"Good morning, class. I hope you all had a nice summer, but now you have to get your brains back in gear for the start of the year. I would also like to introduce you all to Hiccup. He didn't have such a great summer, but I hope this year will more than make up for it. Would you like to say a few words about yourself, Hiccup?"

At this, the teacher stepped away, leaving the small boy on his own in front of some of the toughest kids in the county.

"Um… Hi, my name is Hiccup, and… I like to… draw. And build things."

Most of the class laughed at this, but one girl stayed silent, her eyes, one brown, one blue, regarding him. His piece said, Hiccup picked up his bag, a leather satchel that looked to be about fifty years old with the school's logo of a dragon curling within a circle on it, and walked silently over to the girl. He took a seat next to her, as the teacher started calling the register.

"What's your name?" Hiccup whispered out of the side of his mouth.

"Thorn. Nice to meet you, Hiccup."

Her mismatched eyes were set below a mass of unruly black hair, always seeming to try and worm itself off her scalp. She was not well liked in the school- her well- worn, unfashionable clothes and strange demeanour saw to that. Her small frame and slim body also picked her out as an easy target. She might as well have had one drawn right on the middle of her forehead. The bullies sniffed her out within ten seconds of meeting her, and then the torment began. For most of her time at school, she never had a single friend. Every lunchtime she would sit on her own in the corner and read a book, or write. She worked hard in class, and always tried to do as she was told. Thorn was an outcast.

As the teacher read out the names, the students duly answering them, the two outcasts sat together in silence.

"Rose?"

"Yes, miss." Thorn politely answered.

"But… I thought your name was Thorn?" said Hiccup.

"It is. It's my last name. I hate Rose, it's too… flowery. Everyone else gets names that make them sound tough, except me. So, I choose to use my surname instead."

"Oh." The short conversation over, both of them sat awkwardly, not knowing what else to say. The teacher finished the register, and walked over to Hiccup.

"Here's your timetable. I see you've made a friend already. Why don't you show Hiccup round today, and help him find his lessons, Rose?"

"Yes, miss," Thorn replied with a sigh. Hiccup's face held a slight frown for a moment, not sure whether Thorn was unhappy with the assignment, or with the teacher calling her Rose.

When the clock ticked round to the end of registration, everybody quickly gathered up their things and scrambled for the door. Everybody, that is, except Thorn and Hiccup. The first lesson of their new year was P.E. For all the bullies, the best lesson available to beat up the scrawny nerds. For the weaker kids, it was a living hell. Dragging their feet, Thorn showed Hiccup to the changing rooms, both going their separate ways to change. Ten minutes later the class were gathered in the gym, the teacher walking in front of them, steely grey eyes missing nothing.

"WHERE ARE YOUR GYM CLOTHES?" bellowed the teacher, a giant hulk of a man called Mr Jones. His only volume when talking to a student was eleven. The unfortunate student on the receiving end of this question was Hiccup, standing there wearing the same clothes he had been wearing in registration. Since he had only been in possession of his timetable for about twenty minutes, he didn't know about the lessons he was meant to be having.

"Um… I don't have any. I'm new… and I didn't know about my timetable before today…" Hiccup rambled on, shrinking down smaller and smaller as Mr Jones leaned in closer and closer, his musty, sweaty smell almost overwhelming him.

"I DON'T CARE ABOUT EXCUSES! NOW, GIVE ME ONE HUNDRED PRESS UPS!" Trembling, Hiccup began to lower himself to the ground, when he was stopped by another bout of yelling.

"No, not here. IN THE CORNER! I still have to continue my lesson for the good students. Now, SCRAM!"

Hiccup could not have made it to the corner any faster. He visibly sagged, then dropped to the ground and began attempting press ups. Unfortunately, since his arms lacked muscle, the task was almost impossible. After a couple of Hiccup's pitiful press ups, Mr Jones lost interest and addressed the rest of the class, or rather, his favourite student, Snotlout.

"Now, I think we should start the year with an excellent team building exercise. Dodgeball! Right, Snotlout, you'll be captain of one team. Fishlegs, you're captain of the other team. Snotlout, first choice!"

The two team captains started choosing players for their team, quickly at first as they just picked their friends, but after a while all that was left were the people nobody wanted. Thorn ended up on Fishlegs' team, just like she thought she would. Fishlegs was a hard worker and a bit strange too, but he was huge, so he mainly got left alone. Snotlout wouldn't choose her over a bucket of puke for his team. Finally, all the teams were chosen, and the game began.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Hope you enjoyed the first instalment!**

**I know dodgeball is quite overused (to be honest I've never played- it's not a British thing really), but I thought, oh well!**

**Also, this chapter, along with the next one, are due for revision (hopefully) quite soon so that the standard of story is the same acRoss the board. **


	2. 1-2:The Game

**A second chapter already! Sorry my chapters are so short, I'm not really used to writing chapters of an epic length...**

**Hopefully more updates soon, although I go back to school next week, so they probably won't be as fast as this one...  
>Enjoy!<strong>

* * *

><p><span>The Game<span>

Children yelled; dodgeballs flew; pandemonium reigned. Thorn bobbed desperately around, trying to avoid the deadly looking projectiles coming her way. Snotlout had a special hatred of her, so she was the one he always went for first. As soon as the whistle had blown, he had yelled, "FIRE!" and the dodgeballs in the hands of ten of his team had flown straight at Thorn's head. Luckily, although she was not strong, she was agile, and lived to last another round. Getting her own back, she picked up one of the dodgeballs and threw it as hard as she could (not very) towards the opponents, wishing that she was the one doing press-ups in the corner and Hiccup was here instead. Shooting a quick glance at the corner, she could see that Hiccup was still trying to complete the press-ups. Taking a longer look, she saw how he raised himself up on trembling arms, then collapsed to the floor, only to repeat the process with a pained look on his face.

At last the game was over. Thorn got up from the bench she was sitting on (she had been knocked out a few minutes from the end, an impressive performance from anyone) and walked over to the corner, where Hiccup was still doing press-ups.

"You've been doing that for an hour. Are you seriously telling me that you haven't done a hundred yet?"

"Eighty eight…" Hiccup managed to gasp as he hit the gym floor and all the air left his lungs with a _whoomph.  
><em>  
>"Get up and pretend that was the last one. Come on!" She helped Hiccup get shakily to his feet, and guided him towards the door.<p>

"Get in there; I'll meet you outside in ten. Break is always the best time to get bullied; we better go hide."

Hiccup didn't have to change, but he spent ten minutes in the changing room anyway. His face, usually pale, was bright red, and he was still breathing hard. The muscles in his arms and legs screamed at him, and he knew that soon he would be very stiff. Sweat soaked his shirt and trousers, and, not for the first time, Hiccup wished that he had some other clothes to change into. For each of the ten minutes Hiccup sat there, Snotlout and his cronies mercilessly taunted him.

"Hey there, Hiccup. So weak he can't even do a press up, guys. And where did you get your fashion sense from? The moon? Mars?" Laughing broke out among the crowd of boys in the changing room. At this, Hiccup got up, or at least tried to. He made it to his feet, but only for a second before his legs no longer wanted to support him, and he collapsed right back onto the bench. Learning his lesson, the next time he used a handrail for support, making his way to the door like a frail man, all shuffling and slow. When he finally made it to the door, he opened it, only to be greeted by a fist in the face. Hiccup fell, hard, onto the floor of the changing rooms, but nobody cared enough to help him.

When he awoke again after a few minutes, the changing room was empty and he could hear somebody pacing outside the door. Pulling himself back onto his feet, he hid behind the door as he opened it this time, not wanting to get his face in the way of anybody's fists. Peeking round the corner of the door, he relaxed as he saw Thorn standing there, with a face like thunder.

"I said ten minutes? Where have you been? Congratulations, we are now officially late for second period."

"Sorry," Hiccup said, sidling out from behind the door, " I got a bit… held up… why are you staring at me like that?" He broke off as he saw Thorn's new expression; her face seemed as changeable as a chameleon's.

"What happened?" she asked flatly.

"Um… well, there was this door," he gestured to the door, "and, I opened it, and, well, sort of walked into somebody…"

"Hard enough that you got blood all over your face and were knocked out?" Her face was full of scepticism.

"It's funny, you know, because your face looks exactly like what would happen if you walked into somebody's fist. Are you sure that's not what happened?"

"Yes, I'm perfectly sure. Can we please get to the next lesson?" Their next lesson was Technology, a subject Hiccup was looking forward to. Thorn led Hiccup to the workshop, and watched as his face lit up at the sight of all the machines and tools and things people had created lining the walls. She also watched as his face fell at the sight of twenty eight jeering kids, and the stern- faced teacher who didn't seem to approve of the fact that they were both ten minutes late.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Sorry it's such a short one, but I like leaving cliffhangers!**

**Please review, I don't mind criticisms.**

**THIS CHAPTER WILL BE REVISED. At some point. I don't want to leave this as it is because I am seriously unhappy with it. **


	3. 1-3: Inventions

**Three days, three chapters. Unfortunately, it won't always be this fast! **

**Sorry about all the technology and science stuff in here, I am a bit of a science geek!**

**As always, please read and review, and I don't own any of the HTTYD characters. The only one I own is Thorn. **

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Inventions<p>

The technology workshop had eight tables. Seven of them were square tables for four people. The final table, right in front of the teacher's desk (and so predictably empty), was designed for two people. Since they were so late, Thorn and Hiccup had to take the last two seats. The walls of the workshop were lined with projects. Some of the younger students had created clocks from acrylic, or jewellery by casting metal into moulds. Older students created radios, speakers, and there was even a go kart in one corner, helmet perched on top, just begging to be driven. Wood and metal shavings littered most of the surfaces and machines. There were machines everywhere. They lined every wall, and there were more along the workbenches- soldering irons, laser cutters, lathes, drills. This room was Hiccup's dream room. He wished that all the classes could be like this one.

"Right, class. This year we will be making desk tidies." Everybody groaned, including Hiccup. He thought that he would have been able to make something more exciting than a simple _desk tidy_. Mr Woods started handing out sheets of paper, rulers and set squares.

"First of all, I want you to sketch out a few simple ideas onto paper. Then, use the set square and ruler to create a more accurate drawing. Don't forget to include measurements and materials you will be using!" The sound of pencil cases being unzipped filled the room; next a clattering of pencils as everybody dug around for the right pencil; finally, scratching and scraping as people wearily began to sketch ideas, or shifted their stool around on the floor. Hiccup's hand moved quickly, more than once jogging Thorn, who shot him evil looks.

"Why do you have to be left- handed?" she asked, evidently annoyed. In her mind a little voice said, _get rid of this guy before you're in too deep. You can't go on being friends with him for long._

"It's not my fault. My parents are left handed, and they obviously gave it to me. Besides, left handed people are said to be more creative and better at art." Hiccup replied huffily, then returned to his sketches, drawing even more vigorously than before.

Ten minutes later, Hiccup put down his pencil and looked over his designs. Thorn, who was still trying to think up a half- decent idea, stopped and glanced at his designs. Well, glanced at first, because the next time she looked it was a full on stare, gazing almost in wonder at Hiccup's drawings. The first idea looked impossibly complex, with hinges and boxes and tens of tiny sections for different items of stationery. The second had levers, lights and buttons, and some sort of locking mechanism. The third idea looked a bit like a long snake with compartments sticking out at every angle. Each sketch was brilliantly drawn, and annotated to a ridiculous level of detail.

"You know, we do have to make these, not just draw them." She said, a frown on her face.

"Oh, yeah," Hiccup said breezily, "They shouldn't be too hard to make." Turning back to his work, he picked up the set square and asked Mr Woods for another sheet of paper. A hushed silence fell over the room. Somebody had finished that quickly? Suddenly the room was filled with the frenzied scribbling and sketching of the other students as they too tried to finish their designs. Thorn just sat there and continued to stare at the drawings. They looked so hard to make, and Hiccup was saying it would be like taking candy from a baby. Mr Woods came over to their desk carrying another sheet of paper, and stood behind the pair admiring their work.

"Well, those designs certainly look… interesting. Remember, you will have to make these before Christmas, so you might want to think about… simplifying your designs. Rose, you might want to think less and draw more."

"I'll be fine, Mr Woods. These designs are fairly simple, I should be able to finish them in plenty of time for Christmas." Looking unconvinced, Mr Woods left Hiccup to it and walked back over to his desk.

By the end of the lesson Hiccup had finished all his sketches and completed one of his final technical drawings, even labelling it and writing down the equipment and materials he would need in order to make it. As the teacher called the class to the front of the room, a ball of paper landed on Thorn's desk. She unwrapped it. It read, _stop looking at him and get on with your work, lover girl. And tell your boyfriend to work slower, none of us can keep up_. Thorn looked up angrily to see who had put the paper on her desk. Unfortunately, whoever it was had already blended into the scrum gathering behind her desk, but it wasn't too hard to narrow the class of thirty down to about five names. Top of the list was Snotlout and his cronies of course. She gave Snotlout a long hard stare, which was greeted with a quizzical look- not one of his usual smirks or scowls. Quickly looking around, she searched for other culprits, but Mr Woods had already finished talking and was dismissing the class. Her attempts were foiled as everyone rushed for the door. Getting to her feet, Thorn followed the crowd out. She found Hiccup and asked him what Mr Woods had said.

"Oh, just that there wasn't any homework, and that we should enjoy the rest of our day. Nothing too important really. I was wondering... Are we allowed in the workshop at lunchtimes?" Thorn silently sighing, they walked out into some rare sunshine, picked up their bags and walked to their next lesson.

At the end of the day Thorn and Hiccup walked to the school gates together.

"So, um, see you tomorrow?" asked Hiccup.

"Yeah, sure" replied Thorn. They walked off their separate ways, Thorn to the left, Hiccup to the right. And, just once, Thorn tried to sneak a quick glance at Hiccup's departing back. She was denied her chance.

And so it went on. Day after day of lessons, Hiccup finding his only enjoyment in Technology, Thorn in Chemistry. As the days wants by, the pair became inseparable. Hiccup would help Thorn with her desk tidy, and Thorn would help Hiccup balance equations. The desk tidy was finished in a month, and Mr Woods let Hiccup build much more advanced machines. Most lunchtimes he had free Hiccup would spend tinkering in the workshop.

The end of year exams arrived in April. The exam timetables handed out were greeted with groans of disappointment.

"Oh, this is terrible!" Hiccup exclaimed. "There's no Technology exam!"

"Well of course not, you wazzock," replied Thorn, punching him playfully on the arm.

"Ow! Why would you do that?" There was a moment when their eyes met, Thorn's mismatched eyes gazing deeply into Hiccup's green ones. With the arrival of a paper ball in Hiccup's face, the contact was broken.

"Hey, lover boy. You guys look cute together. The tech geek and the scientist." Hiccup tried his most evil, piercing stare, but it must have come out wrong because Snotlout and Tuffnut laughed in his face before turning away. And so, they became an item. People were always making fun of them. Thorn and Hiccup didn't even pretend to love each other. They were just friends. Unfortunately, everybody misinterpreted everything. 'Geek lovers', they were nicknamed. That was the most complimentary. The rest were a lot worse.

The holidays before the exams had just started. While Hiccup was sitting at his desk, the phone rang.

"Hiccup, it's for you!" his dad yelled, a slight note of surprise in his voice. Hiccup walked out onto the landing and into his parents' bedroom, then picked up the phone.

"Hello?"

"Hey." It was Thorn (to be honest, he didn't have any other friends).

"I, um, just wanted to ask... Would you like to come round tomorrow to revise?" The words all came out in a rush, as if she had to pluck up the courage to say them.

"Sure," replied Hiccup. "Is one thirty okay for you? I can probably sleep over too, if you want me to?"

"I'm not too bothered. You'll have to bring your own sleeping bag, and it won't be a comfortable night, but you can sleep over if you like. See you tomorrow!"

"Yeah, bye." Hiccup ended the call. He then started packing bags, before remembering he hadn't even told his dad about his plans. Rushing downstairs, he told his dad. Luckily he was pretty relaxed about Hiccup going out, he even seemed pleased he had made a friend.

"I'm sure it will be great. Would you like some candy to take with you?"

The next day, Hiccup quickly ate his lunch, then restlessly paced about the house. He'd never been to another person's house before. Not for revision, or anything like that. At last, one o'clock arrived. His dad had offered to take him round, so they set off. Hiccup was a bundle of nerves. He hadn't been out of the house (apart from to go to school) since his mum died in a car crash last summer.

"Calm down, son. It'll be fine," Stoick said as the car pulled up outside Thorn's house.

"Just give me a call tomorrow and I'll come and collect you. All set?"

"Yep. See you tomorrow, Dad." With this, Hiccup got out of the car, collected his bags from the boot, and walked up to the door of Thorn's house. It was modern and large, much bigger than his own small semi-detached one. It was painted pale green, not that there was much wall to be painted. Large portions of the house were glass, giving impressive views from all sides. Gulping, Hiccup stepped up to the door and rang the doorbell. Soon after, the door opened.

"Hi," said Thorn, and invited him in.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Hope you enjoyed this chapter!**

**About the use of wazzock in this chapter- it's my favourite uncomplimentary word, so I just had to put it in my story somewhere!**


	4. 1-4: Everything Changes Part 1

**This one's rather long, but it's a pretty pivotal chapter in the story.**

**Hopefully Part 2 should be along soon, although I'm not making any promises as to the exact date.**

**N.B. Year 10 in UK is equivalent to 9th Grade in US, and I don't know anything about your exam system so I can't comment on that (sorry!)**

**As always, please read and review. Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Everything Changes Part 1<p>

Stoick watched his son walk into Thorn's house. He stayed outside for a few minutes, just watching the front door. Finally realising that he looked a bit of an idiot, he started to drive away, often glancing back at the house until it went out of sight.

Thorn led Hiccup upstairs to her bedroom, which was quite messy and full of books. The walls were painted a pale shade of green, although not much of the wall could be seen because most of the available surface was covered with posters. Bookcases lined three of the walls, her bed making an awkward gap in between, almost as if it shouldn't have been there. On the shelves, books were double stacked and haphazardly piled on the floor in front of the bookcases. Magazines and articles about science littered the desk, where a pastel green laptop was hiding, along with some revision books and textbooks.

"Sorry about the mess," Thorn said, quickly trying to move some of the stacks to make room for Hiccup to sit on the desk chair. She perched on the bed, and they sat in silence for a moment, neither one sure what to say.

"So… um, you want to do some revision?" Hiccup asked.

"That sounds like a plan. What subject you want to do first?"

"None of them, really," Hiccup said, a faint smile on his face. "But if I had to choose, I'd go with… Chemistry." He knew that Chemistry was Thorn's favourite subject.

"Okay then, let's get started." Thorn dug out her Chemistry books, and Hiccup rummaged through his bags looking for his things. Once they had all their materials, they sat down and started to test each other.

"Okay, question one. What do you get when you mix an acid and a base?"

"Easy, a salt and water. Next!"

"Easy for you, you're the best in the year at Chemistry. The only reason I do well is because you teach me stuff and let me copy your work!" Hiccup commented.

Receiving a glare from Thorn, Hiccup quickly moved onto the next question.

"Question two. How many electrons does Sodium have?"

"Eleven. And tell me this: how are they arranged?"

"What?" Thorn sighed.

"What is the electronic structure of Sodium?" Thorn asked.

"What?" Hiccup said again. He started frantically flicking through the textbook and all his notes, trying to see what he had missed.

"But… we haven't learned that, have we?"

"You haven't… but I have."

"A bit above our level, is it?"

"Yeah, A- Level stuff, but, well, GCSE stuff was getting a bit easy and it never really explains it _properly_, so I had to research it myself. Here, let me explain it to you."

Thorn grabbed a notepad and pen, and sat down on the bed next to Hiccup.

For the next hour they discussed some more Chemistry, but eventually Hiccup just gave up; most of it was going over his head anyway.

"Do you understand _now?"_ Thorn asked impatiently.

"Yeah… of course I do. These things fly around another thing, and in reactions things move about and end up somewhere else. Right?"

"Have you actually been paying _any _attention to what I've been telling you this past hour?" Thorn said playfully, throwing a cushion at him.

"No," Hiccup admitted, throwing the cushion back.

"Right, that's it!" Thorn exclaimed, then started hitting Hiccup with the cushion.

What had started out as a sensible revision session had degraded into a pillow fight. When at last they finished, Hiccup and Thorn sat on the bed and looked at the mess they had made. At some point during their cushion war, one of the cushions had broken open, spilling filling everywhere.

"Oops!" Hiccup said. "Sorry about your cushion."

"It doesn't matter," Thorn said, their eyes meeting. Hiccup felt like his soul was being searched, such was the depth of her gaze.

"So… you want to get back to some revision?" Hiccup asked.

"Ahh… it can wait," Thorn replied, leaning closer to Hiccup.

"What are you-?" Hiccup started to say, but he was cut off when a warm pair of lips pressed against his own. Thorn let her lips linger on his for what seemed like an hour before pulling away.

"Oh," was all Hiccup could say.

"You know, the Hollywood Production Code in 1930 limited the length of kisses." Thorn replied.

"Really? Well, I'm just glad we're not in a 1930s movie," Hiccup said, before kissing her gently once more.

"There, that's our History revision done," Thorn commented.

"If only questions about the Hollywood Production Code ever appeared in exam questions, you and I would ace that one." For a few minutes they sat side by side, their eyes never leaving the other's.

"You know, when I first met you, I thought, _stay away, this idiot will only get you bullied more._ I'm glad I stuck with you. I don't care that you're a scrawny geek who hates sport and spends all his free time working. I don't care that your clothes look like they came from the last century, or that your bag looks like it's been owned by five family members before you. I just… don't care any more. All I care about is you." Thorn continued to stare at Hiccup.

"Well, when I look at you, all I see is a weak girl who hates sport and studies for A Level Chemistry because it's fun. I see somebody who couldn't give a damn what clothes she pulled out of the drawer in the morning. I look at you, and I see myself." His speech done, Hiccup finally looked away.

That evening, they tried to concentrate on revision, but it was difficult. After what seemed like an eternity, Thorn's mum looked in to tell them dinner was ready.

"What on _earth _happened in here!?" her mother exclaimed.

"We, um, we had a pillow fight," Thorn said meekly.

"I thought you were meant to be revising?" her mum said sternly.

"We were, we just took a break for a few minutes, and-"

"It was my fault," Hiccup broke in. "Thorn was trying to explain something to me and I got bored, so I threw a cushion at her. We ended up having a pillow fight, and my cushion burst. I'm sorry; I can clean it up tomorrow before I go home."

"Okay, but after dinner I want to see some real revision. Now come on, dinner will be getting cold!" The three of them hurried downstairs and ate their dinner. Thorn's mum kept up a steady stream of conversation throughout, but neither Hiccup nor Thorn seemed inclined to give much more than one word answers.

"So, Hiccup, are your mum and dad taking this opportunity and going out for a nice dinner?"

"Um, no. My mum died last summer in a car crash. She was in the passenger seat when my dad was driving, and I was in the back. I broke my arm and got a concussion, my dad messed up his shoulder, but my mum's seatbelt wasn't made properly and it snapped, so she flew through the windscreen." He rolled up his sleeve to show them the scars left from the crash.

"Oh, Hiccup! That's terrible! I'm so sorry!"

"It's okay. Nobody else knows. I haven't been out of the house since then, except for school of course. You couldn't have known." After that, the rest of the dinner went by in silence.

When Hiccup and Thorn escaped back upstairs after dinner, they closed the curtains and shared another kiss.

"I didn't know your mum was dead. Why didn't you tell me?"

"You didn't ask. Besides, I didn't want you to know. Suddenly everybody feels really sorry for you, and it's terrible. I hate it when people _pretend _to care." Hiccup suddenly looked very angry, until Thorn took his shoulders in her hands and turned him to face her.

"Well, I know now. Let's just forget it and get on with some revision. If you get the answer right, I give you a kiss. Deal?"

"Deal," Hiccup agreed enthusiastically, and they sat down together to revise.

Late that night, Thorn and Hiccup finally went to bed. Their revision session had lasted about an hour and a half, and most of that time wasn't really spent properly revising. Afterwards they sat on Thorn's bed and watched a movie. It was a romance, which Hiccup didn't really like, but whenever the characters in the movie kissed, they would kiss too, and that made it bearable.

"Right then, I'll get my sleeping bag," Hiccup said.

"Don't be stupid. You can have my bed, I'll sleep on the floor," Thorn replied. "And don't try to be all noble and polite and make me sleep in the bed. I'll just knock you out and put you there." Her threat sounded real enough, so Hiccup climbed into the bed while Thorn lay down on the floor.

"Night," Hiccup said, and was surprised when instead of a similar reply he got a goodnight kiss.

"See you in the morning," Thorn said, as her eyes closed and she drifted off to her dreams.

The next morning they were awoken by Thorn's mum knocking on the door and yelling at them that breakfast was ready.

"Come on guys, I've made pancakes!" That certainly got the pair of them up. Thorn pulled on a pair of slippers and turned to Hiccup.

"Morning, beautiful. You know, I think you look better with a bed head."

"I could say the same about you. Although, it doesn't really look that much different from your normal hairstyle," Hiccup said playfully. For that comment he got a punch on the arm and a kiss to show it was only a joke. Together they went downstairs, eager to eat some pancakes. When they got to the kitchen, they were greeted by giant plates piled high with pancakes.

"Tuck in," Thorn's mother said, and they both did so with gusto. The pancakes may only have been normal breakfast pancakes, but they were perfectly cooked and smothered in maple syrup. To Hiccup, whose dad's limited (and not great) cooking was his normal, the pancakes tasted like a meal from heaven. He wished that he could stay at Thorn's for the whole holiday and just eat these pancakes. Hiccup wolfed down the pancakes in minutes, asking for more. Thorn's mother obediently placed another full plate in front of him, and, soon enough, they were all gone too.

"My, for such a small boy, you've got quite an appetite."

"Never tasted pancakes this good before. My dad's cooking sucks," Hiccup replied. Once they had both finished, they went back upstairs and got changed, then Hiccup started to clean up the mess they had made last night.

"Come on Hiccup, let me help!" Thorn was adamant that she should be helping Hiccup- after all, she was the one who threw the cushion first.

"No. Go and do something else- revise or something. I know we didn't do that much of it yesterday."

"But that's no fun! I want to be with you!"

"Well, I guess you can hold the black bag open while I clean up the mess…"

"Yes!" Thorn exclaimed, and dashed downstairs to get a black bag. Thirty seconds later she was back.

"Can I help now?" she asked impatiently.

"Yep. Hold the bag open, I've got a handful here." Thorn held the bag open while Hiccup picked up all the feathers. The job only took about twenty minutes, and once it was done Hiccup suggested more revision.

"I can't believe you. Your favourite subject isn't even in an exam, and you want to _revise? _Now? Can't we just have fun now, and you can revise later?" Thorn moaned, moving in for a kiss. Hiccup dodged the advance easily.

"I came over to revise, not have fun. Tell you what, let's do an hour of revision, and then we can stop for half an hour. Do whatever we want. Is that okay for you?"

"I guess." Thorn's miserable tone suggested anything but.

The revision session actually lasted the whole hour. At the end, Thorn and Hiccup turned on some music and just lay together on the bed. No words needed to be said. When the half hour was up, Thorn was not in the mood to go back to revising. So they didn't. They just spent four hours together, then Hiccup phoned his dad and asked to be picked up.

"But… can't you stay a little longer?"

"If I stay, both of us will flunk. I can't let you fail. Or me. I'll call you every day. I'll come round as often as I can. The holidays aren't that long- when we go back to school we'll be together for the whole day."

Twenty minutes later Stoick arrived. Hiccup gathered up his things and gave Thorn a long kiss.

"So, the rumours are true, then. About us."

"They are now," Hiccup replied, making his way down the stairs. As she opened the front door, she suddenly wanted to grab him back and make out, but her mum was standing behind her so she contented herself with a hug and a tiny peck on the cheek that she thought her mum wouldn't see.

"See you soon, Thorn," Hiccup said in parting, then made his way to his car. Getting in, he saw his father smiling.

"Good on you, son." All Hiccup could do was give his father a quizzical look.

"She's a nice girl. You've got taste."

"Wait. You don't think… we're not… we're just… friends. Just friends," Hiccup stammered. Stoick just laughed, put the car in gear, and drove off.

Thorn closed the door and turned round to find her mother still standing there, a smile on her face.

"I never knew you hugged people goodbye."

"He's my friend, mum. It's what kids do."

"I didn't think you kissed _friends_. Or do kids these days do that too?" Her mother fixed her with a knowing stare. Thorn couldn't even try to deny it.

"Don't worry. Your secret's safe with me. And he can come round any time he likes." Thorn's mum left her standing by the door for a few moments, until she found her senses again and made her way to her bedroom.

After that, Hiccup and Thorn called or texted each other every single day, and visited each other regularly. Granted, their revision went down the drain, but suddenly nothing else really mattered. When the holidays were finally over, Hiccup and Thorn were reunited at school. Although, they did try to hide their relationship. They tried to convince the rest of the class that they were still just great friends. But the name calling and taunting continued. The rumours continued to spread. But this time they were not rumours. They were fact.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Hope you enjoyed Part 1- it's a pretty important time for Hiccup and Thorn.**


	5. 1-5: Everything Changes Part 2

**Over 300 views already! Thank you so much for taking the time to read and appreciate my work. Thank you also to the people who have reviewed and suggested things. **

**This was a pretty fun chapter to write (it's got quite a lot of action in it). I hope you have as much fun reading it as I did writing it. Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Everything Changes Part 2<p>

Thorn and Hiccup were sitting in their first proper lesson after the exams.

"Well, I'm glad they're over. Two hours sitting in a chair writing essays does _not _appeal to me at all."

"Me neither. At least our first lesson is Tech. That makes it all a bit more bearable."

"Actually, I would have preferred Chemistry." They both laughed and grinned, then looked around nervously as nobody else seemed to be making much noise.

"What's so funny about isometric sketches, Hiccup?" Mr Woods asked. He had become a firm favourite of the teacher, as he was so gifted and worked so hard.

"Um, nothing, sir. Thorn just told me a joke."

"Well, _Rose_, maybe you'd like to share this _joke_ with the rest of the class, hm?"

"Actually, not really, sir. I'd rather just get on with my drawings." She turned her face downwards, towards her page, and tried to concentrate on drawing a design for a speaker they were going to be making. Hiccup had 'special dispensation', as Mr Woods had termed it, which basically meant that he could do whatever he wanted. He could not have been happier- whole hours, when he could make whatever he pleased. Today he was designing a miniature trebuchet, designed to throw small stones. It had all manner of complicated springs, levers and buttons, but to Hiccup it was all second nature. Thorn looked over at his drawing, seemingly confused.

"Confused? Okay, let me explain. This section here is all made from wood; I don't know what type yet, but…" Hiccup's voice drifted into the background, as she wasn't really bothered, and she didn't really understand, about how it all worked; she just knew that when it was finished the craftsmanship would be exquisite and it would all work perfectly.

Suddenly the fire alarm rang. The class looked around in panic, until Mr Woods shouted over the din.

"Okay, class. Single file out the door, please." At that point a loud voice came on over the loudspeaker.

"This is not a drill. Please evacuate as quickly as possible." That was it. Kids started running around yelling, getting quite hysterical. Even Mr Woods looked flustered. The situation was only made worse when acrid black smoke started curling up from under the door. Everybody made to huddle in the opposite corner.

"Class! We need to evacuate immediately! Follow me towards the door; use a jumper or something to cover your face. Quickly!" Mr Woods' voice could barely be heard over the screaming of the fire alarm and the whimpering of the hysterical children. The class began to shuffle towards the door, hurriedly taking a few final breaths of clean air and covering their mouths with whatever material came to hand. More smoke was billowing underneath the door. Time was running out.

"I'm going to open this door, and you all need to move to the exit as quickly as possible. Ready? NOW!" The final word turned into a yell as he wrenched the door open and smoke began to pour into the workshop. The class surged through the small opening, sprinting for the exit. In the scrum Thorn and Hiccup became separated. When Thorn made it outside, coughing and spluttering, she looked around frantically for Hiccup. Around her, groups were forming, already discussing the fire and what would soon become their 'brave and daring escape from the jaws of death'. Nobody who hadn't been in that room would know how, instead, the 'brave and daring' cowered in a corner, terrified for their lives. She pushed through the groups, but there was no scrawny kid among them. Mr Woods came staggering out of the door at last, coughing violently.  
>"Right… I'm going to do the register now." He started reading names from his list, pausing often to cough- since he had spent the most time in the fumes, he had been worst affected.<p>

"Hiccup." An ominous silence greeted the name.

"Hiccup?" Mr Woods repeated, in case he hadn't heard.

"Has anybody seen Hiccup?" His voice was becoming more and more panicky. Thorn's face fell. He was still inside.

Hiccup staggered through the smoke, breathing shallowly through his nostrils. With one hand he held his jumper up to his face, with the other, he felt blindly ahead of him, trying to avoid any walls. The smoke was everywhere. It had blinded him- the only 'eye' he had now was his small, pale hand, stretched in front of him. When the class had been sprinting for the exit, Hiccup had heard a shout. The voice sounded like it was in trouble.

"Where are you?" Hiccup yelled into the corridor.

"HERE! FOLLOW MY VOICE!" Now that Hiccup could hear the voice more clearly, he could tell the voice was a young boy's. He guessed that he would be from one of the younger years. He blindly stumbled along, following the sound of the boy who had, thankfully, not stopped shouting since. At one point he tripped over some fallen debris, landing hard on the hot floor and losing what little sense of direction he had left. It also served as a warning. Debris didn't just appear out of nowhere; the building must be falling apart. Struggling to his feet, he continued staggering towards the voice. Opening his eyes a crack, he could just make out a wall and a blue door. _The poor kid's stuck in the toilets, _he thought. Pushing open the door, he fell into the toilets as his legs gave way underneath him.

"Come out! I'm just inside the door! We need to move fast!"

"But that's the point! I'm stuck!" _Oh great, _thought Hiccup. He dragged himself back to his feet, almost crying out as he put weight on his left leg. Limping heavily, he made it to the cubicle in which the boy was stuck.

"Can you put your arms under the door so I can pull you out?" Hiccup asked. A stick- thin pair of arms obediently stuck themselves under the bottom of the door. Hiccup bent over, grabbed his arms, and pulled. The boy he had just rescued was fairly small, with hair as black as the night. He was dressed all in black too, quite Gothic in his appearance.

"What's your name?" Hiccup asked.

"Toothleth," he replied with a lisp, grinning. It wasn't so hard to see where he had got his name. Instead of rows of sparkling white teeth lining his gums, there were just pink gums.

"Okay, Toothless, I'm Hiccup. Are you good to go? Can you walk?"

"Yeah, I'm fine. Let's go!" The pair of them made their way towards the exit, Hiccup leading Toothless. The door opened, Hiccup could see (but not very well) that the situation had become worse since he had first pushed open the blue door.

"We won't have time to walk out of here! I can't run. We'll have to think of another way!"

"Which way is the exit?" Toothless yelled over the roaring of the fire.

"Through the tech rooms… wait. You've done it, bud!" Excitedly he began to limp towards the workshop, Toothless following. Forcing open the door, he found what he had been looking for just metres away- the go kart. Hiccup grabbed the helmet and pushed it onto Toothless' head.

"Let's see if this works," Hiccup said, grabbing the pull start and yanking it as hard as he could. Desperation gave him strength. The engine started with a growl.

"Get in!" Hiccup climbed in and Toothless had to squeeze in on top, since the kart was only designed for one. He pressed the accelerator and spun the wheel, driving the kart out the door. From there it was a straight dash to freedom. He gunned the engine and drove like a demon, trying to escape. Before he reached the end of the corridor some debris fell, blocking the way. But Hiccup had been driving too fast. He couldn't avoid the debris. The kart crashed into the debris and flipped, flinging Toothless out and smashing Hiccup against the wall. The kart was fairly close to the door, so Toothless ended up outside. Safe.

"Hiccup's still in there!" he yelled at Mr Woods, who immediately dashed back through the door. Thirty seconds later he emerged, carrying the limp body of Hiccup in his arms. Thorn could see his clothes had been badly burned, and there was a large welt on his head.

"HICCUP!" she yelled, running over. But before she could get to her friend, a group of paramedics rushed over to him and carried him off to an ambulance.

"No! HICCUP!" she yelled again to the departing ambulance. Mr Woods came over and laid a hand softly on her shoulder.

"Come on, Rose. We need to do a register, make sure everybody's here."

"But they're not, are they?" Thorn replied angrily. "Hiccup's not here."

After the register had been called, and everybody bar Hiccup marked as present, the class looked back at their classroom, which was being doused in water. The fire had started in the kitchens, which were really close to their workroom. Everyone was glad that they'd all made it out okay. Except Thorn. She was the only one who seemed to care that not everybody was there. Hiccup was probably lying in a hospital bed right now, with nurses and doctors helping him. He might not be okay.

"Right, class. Since our workshop is still in flames, we have been told to go to the dining hall, where you will spend the rest of the afternoon. I will supervise you during this time, and dismiss you at the end of the day." The class groaned (evidently they thought they would get to go home) and slowly made their way towards the dining hall, dragging their feet all the way. Thorn hung back, waiting for Mr Woods.

"Will school be open tomorrow?" she asked.

"I don't know, Rose. Quite a few of the classrooms have been destroyed by the fire. It might end up that just those people having exams come in. The school might have to close completely. If it does, we'll have to send out work for the students. It's actually worse for us if the school closes."

"Do you think Hiccup will be all right?"

"Well… he had a nasty bump on his head, his clothes were pretty burnt, and I'd wager he inhaled a lot of smoke. I think it'll take a week or so, maybe longer if he was burned, but then he'll be right as rain." Seeing Thorn's shocked and sad look, he said, "I'm sure he's going to be fine. He's a good kid. How many others would have willingly gone back and helped that boy? Probably none. Come on; let's get to the dining hall. You don't have to work if you don't want to."

"Actually sir, I'd prefer to. Take my mind off things."

The school did end up being closed. Work packages were sent out to each student, with instructions about their completion. Thorn worked hard for the first week, determined to finish the work quickly so she would have more time to visit Hiccup. His father had said that he had been burned, and was in intensive care. He wasn't awake either, but he would call as soon as his son woke up. A week after the fire, Stoick called to say Hiccup had woken up. Thorn asked excitedly if she could come and visit him, but Stoick informed him that Hiccup didn't want to see anybody.

"Not even… his… um, his girlfriend?" she asked, astonished.

"Not even you. I'm sorry," Stoick replied, and hung up.

For the last weeks until the end of the school year, Thorn texted or phoned Hiccup every day asking if she could come and visit. His reply was always no. He said that surely just talking was enough. Just as school broke up for the summer, Hiccup was allowed home. Thorn texted him all the time.

_Can I come round now you're out?_

Not now. I've got a lot of appointments to keep. Isn't talking enough?

No. I want to see you. I want to hug you.

Wait until we get back to school in September. I'll be ready to see you then.

That was the last message Hiccup sent her over the holidays. He didn't call, didn't text. It was like he had forgotten about her. Forgotten about their sleepover. Forgotten about… everything.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Yet another cliffhanger!**

**I'm also inviting you to try and guess what will happen next, I'll reveal who was right in the next chapter.**


	6. 1-6: New Beginnings

**Another chapter! I've been writing like a demon trying to get this done before I go back to school so I don't have to worry about it. **

**As always, please read and review, and I hope you enjoy.**

* * *

><p>New Beginnings<p>

At last September arrived. Thorn enthusiastically gathered up her things and swung her school bag over her shoulder, then set out for school. She walked quickly to school, eager to get there and meet Hiccup again. She walked so quickly she arrived ten minutes earlier than everyone else. On the front door of the school was a list of the new form rooms. She found her room, and walked to it, looking out for her locker along the way. Her locker was just round the corner from her new form room, so she took the opportunity to take out all her heavy books and dump them in her locker. As she approached the door of Room 1, her new form room, she saw that it was empty. That was strange. Hiccup usually got into school about an hour before registration so he could work on his projects in the workshop. Maybe he didn't have anything to work on- after all, everything in the workshop was destroyed by the fire, and it was only the first day back. Dejectedly she pushed open the door and took a seat, opening a book and settling down to read.

When the teacher walked in on time, there was still no sign of Hiccup. Thorn looked around worriedly, thinking she had missed his face. The teacher began to call the register, and made it all the way to the end without any appearance from Hiccup. As she was handing out their new homework books, the classroom door opened.

"Sorry I'm late, miss." The familiar voice lifted Thorn's heart.

"That's all right, Hiccup. Take a seat." The thin figure of Hiccup appeared in the doorway. He had changed a lot since the fire last summer. His face had gotten thinner, and he looked gaunt. Scars from burns crept up his neck. His hair was duller, more limp than before. He looked like somebody who had suffered far too much. As he walked in, Thorn noticed he was limping slightly. Her eyes wandering down his legs, she noticed the reason why.

Below his left knee, a strange contraption stood in place of a foot and a shoe. It was made of wood and metal, and made a slight squeaking sound when he walked from the spring inside it. Hiccup sat down heavily in the chair next to Thorn and sighed, rubbing his leg absent-mindedly. All Thorn could do was stare.

"Hiccup. What… what happened?"

"When I was rescuing that boy… Toothless… I hurt my leg somehow. I just thought it was a cut or something, but it turned out I'd broken it. The fire and dust got to the wound, and… well, you can see the result." Thorn examined his prosthetic more closely.

"Is that… did you make this?" she asked.

"Yeah. I put a spring in it to make it easier to walk on. Do you like it?"

"Um, I don't know. It's so… Hiccup."

"Hey, Hiccup!" a voice called out from across the room. "I like your new look. Very tough guy."

"Err… thanks?" Hiccup replied, unsure what to say.

"Is that why you wouldn't let me come and visit?"

"Yes. I didn't want you to see me like this, until you had to. Right after I lost it, my leg hurt so much, and I was so weak and feeble. I didn't want you to see me that way. I wanted to wait until I could walk."

"Oh, Hiccup! I wanted to be there for you. I could have helped you! I love you, for goodness sake! Do you think seeing you like that would repulse me? Make me leave you?"

"No… well, maybe. Oh fine. Yes. Thorn, this is how I cope. I shut people out when something bad happens. I stay at home, keep to myself. It's what I did when my mum died."

"Well, maybe I can change that. You want to come round after school?"

"Yeah. That would be nice. Thanks, Thorn." They sat there awkwardly for the rest of registration, reminiscent of the first time they had met at the beginning of last year. When they were finally dismissed, Hiccup heaved himself to his feet (well, foot), grabbed his bag, and started making his way to the door.

"Wait up! What lesson do you have first?" she asked.

"Physics," Hiccup replied, turning away. Thorn quickly followed him, and fell in step beside him.

"Are you okay walking that far?" Thorn asked, notes of concern in every syllable.

"Fine," Hiccup grunted, limping more heavily with each step. As they went through the door to head towards the science labs, Hiccup's leg gave way and he fell, spilling his things all over the floor. Thorn rushed to try and pick up all his books, while Hiccup painfully dragged himself to a bench and watched.

"Thank you," Hiccup said breathlessly. Pain was etched into his face; it seemed to now be deeply ingrained there. He reached for his backpack, but was thwarted by a slap on the face by Thorn.

"No you don't. I'll carry your bag for now. You think you can make it to science?"

"With a little help, maybe." Thorn slung Hiccup's bag over her other shoulder and hooked Hiccup's arm around her shoulders, then pulled him off the bench. Slowly they made their way to science, Hiccup hardly putting any weight on his prosthetic at all.

"It's a good thing you're not too heavy; I would have dropped you by now," Thorn panted with the exertion.

When they reached the science block, Thorn dumped their bags outside and gathered up the things they would need for the next lesson. She then helped him to the classroom, arriving ten minutes late. This time, the teacher didn't mind. When the lesson was over, they made their slow way back to their form room for break.

"What lesson do we have after break?" Hiccup asked.

"Um," Thorn said, digging out her timetable and scanning down it for the correct lesson, "P.E."

"Yay," Hiccup cheered half-heartedly. "A lesson where I get to do nothing."

"Are you ever going to be able to do P.E. again?" Thorn asked, her eyes flicking downwards, then focusing on his neck.

"Don't know. But, right now, I think I've got a pretty good excuse not to." He laughed, and Thorn joined in. They went to the changing rooms, Hiccup going left, Thorn right.

"You're on your own from here," Thorn said, taking Hiccup's arm from her shoulder.

"I think I can manage ten steps," Hiccup replied with a chuckle. He tried to take a step, but fell to one knee, hissing in pain.

"Or maybe ten hops," Hiccup said, forcing a smile. Thorn helped him to his feet, and he half limped, half hopped, into the changing room. Thorn grinned, and made her way into the changing room. She changed in record time, and dashed into the gym expecting to meet Hiccup. But he wasn't there. A look of surprise crossed her face. Although, as quickly as it arrived, it was gone again, as the door opened and Hiccup fell onto the floor. Thorn helped him back onto his feet.

"You know, you're even scrawnier, weaker, and more of a klutz than you were before! And before you _were _pretty bad."

"Yeah, well, I wasn't a hero last summer," Hiccup replied. "You know, that kid I saved has been looking for me. I wouldn't let him come round either. Maybe one lunch you could help me find him?"

"Of course. I'd love to see what he says when he sees you again. Might be fun! And I doubt you'd be able to make it without me, either!" At this point Mr Jones came out of the office and regarded the pair of them.

"You again. I had hoped that this year you might do a little better and remember your kit, but I see my hopes were too high. What have you got to say?" he demanded.

"I don't have much to say, but I can show you," Hiccup replied, extending his left leg and rolling up his sleeves. Underneath the pale green sleeves, his arms were bony and scarred. _Must have been from the fire_, Thorn thought.

"May I have permission to sit out gym class for a while, sir?" Hiccup asked politely.

"Err… of course. Um…" Mr Jones was flustered. He had no idea what to do with a student missing a _limb_.

"Do you want to grab a book and do some work or something?" he asked.

"Okay," Hiccup replied, slowly getting up with some help from Thorn, and limping into the changing room to get his things. More people started coming into the gym from the changing room, and soon everybody but Hiccup was seated on the benches. Mr Jones scanned the group, but couldn't see his face.

"Snotlout, can you go and check where Hiccup is, please?"

"Yes Mr Jones," Snotlout grumbled, dragging his feet through the door of the changing room. Inside, he found Hiccup sitting on a bench breathing heavily, a pile of books on his lap.

"Come on, Hiccup. Everybody's waiting!" When Hiccup looked up at him with pain- filled eyes, he relented. Grabbing Hiccup's arm, he threw it over his shoulder and lifted him up with no apparent effort.

"I'm only doing this so I get to do sport. Don't think this is gonna be a regular thing, okay?"

"Thanks," Hiccup replied, pushing off Snotlout and making his way through the changing room door unaided. When he came through the door, every one of his classmates' eyes turned to him. Not a single pair of eyes were focused on his face. Some stared at the burns visible on his neck and arms, but most just looked at his leg. His cheeks turning bright red from all the attention, he collapsed onto the bench next to Thorn.

"Right, class. Pair up- today we'll be playing tennis since it's such a nice day outside." Everybody quickly moved about trying to find a partner. Thorn sat there, her only eligible option out of the running.

"Is there anybody who doesn't have a partner?" Mr Jones asked. Thorn raised her hand.

"Is it just Rose? Well, you'll have to pair up with me. Everybody out to the tennis courts- and make sure you grab a racket and ball on the way!" Thorn intended to wait until some of the scrum by the door had gone, but before she could make her way outside a hand landed on her shoulder.

"If you don't want to play tennis with me, that's fine. _For this lesson only._ Just this once, I'll let you stay here with Hiccup if you want, because I didn't know about him. Next lesson, I'll make sure it's a group thing so you won't get left out. All right?"

"Thank you, sir," Thorn replied gratefully. As Mr Jones went outside to join his class, Thorn and Hiccup sat on a bench in the gym.

"Are you actually going to do some work?" Thorn asked.

"I will in a minute. Just let me get this off." He paused, tugging at his prosthetic.

"Here, let me help," Thorn said, but Hiccup shook his head and continued to struggle.

"It's fine. I need to learn to do it myself anyway." Finally it came free and Hiccup let it fall to the floor with a thud that echoed throughout the gym. He then started to massage the part of his leg it had been attached to.

"Are you sure you're okay to be at school? You don't seem to be faring too well," Thorn said, concerned.

"I'll be fine. I'm always fine." He paused to give her a quick kiss.

"Are you going back to the hospital soon?" she asked.

"Friday. Got a physiotherapy session. Why?"

"Maybe you should ask for a pair of crutches. That way, I won't have to carry you everywhere." Hiccup sighed, evidently irritated.

"If I have to."

"Yes. You have to. Sometimes, you've just got to admit you're in pain and you need help. You can't just deny it time and time again. I can see it's not working. Please. Do it for me." Thorn's pleading speech and wide eyes finally convinced him.

They sat in companionable silence for the rest of the lesson, trying to do their homework now rather than having to do it later. Mr Jones walked in and dismissed them both. Soon afterwards, they heard the sounds of the rest of the class returning from their lesson. Hiccup reattached his leg (this time accepting Thorn's offer of help), and went through the changing rooms to collect his belongings. This time, there were no taunts or signs of bullying from any of the other boys. He limped to the door and opened it. This time, there was no fist outside waiting for his face; just Thorn's friendly one, smiling back at him. She pulled his bag onto her shoulder, then let him lean on her as they made their way towards the next lesson.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Congratulations to Ferdoos, who managed to guess correctly what happened to Hiccup (and only about fifteen minutes after I'd actually posted the chapter too)! **

**Hopefully the next chapter should be up within the week, school's back tomorrow (whoopee) so my updates might get a little more sporadic. But, they will come.**

**If you want something else to read while you're waiting for the next update, you can check out my collaboration with LesserWraith. Here's the link - s/9614735/1/Anything-for-Life. If you go to my profile you can get to a clickable link. And it's completed!**


	7. 1-7: Idols

**It's been a while, but I've been so bogged down with work I haven't had as much time as I'd like to write. But, the next chapter is finally here. **

**As always, enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Idols<p>

Hiccup and Thorn got out of school as quickly as possible after the final bell rang (admittedly, that was not very fast). They walked to the car park, where Thorn's mum had agreed to pick them up. However, she didn't know anything about what had happened to Hiccup. When she saw Hiccup leaning on Thorn and limping heavily, when she saw what had happened to his leg, she rushed over, trying to help. Both of them waved away any offers of help. Together they made it to the car. Hiccup got bundled into the front seat by Thorn, who then jumped in the back. Thorn's mother got in the driver's seat, still a bit shocked. Starting the car and putting it in gear, she at last gave her opinion.

"Thorn, why didn't you tell me? Didn't you think that your mother would want to know your best friend got hurt in that fire? Hurt badly?" She cast a pitying glance at Hiccup, who scowled.

"That's exactly why I didn't invite her round, or why I didn't tell her, or why she didn't know until today. I knew all I'd get was pity. _Oh, poor Hiccup, he lost his leg, what a shame. Poor Hiccup, for hearing that boy and trying to save him_- all he got in return was a missing limb!" Hiccup's savage and bitter words stung both Thorn and her mother.

"_I_ don't pity you, Hiccup. I've told you before. I don't care what you look like, what you wear, that you suck at sports. I wanted to help you- that's all I've ever wanted. And being bitter and resentful doesn't suit you." Thorn delivered her words with such force that Hiccup knew they were true.

"And I'm sorry about what I said," Thorn's mother commented. "If you don't want pity, I won't give it to you." The rest of the short car journey passed in silence.

When they arrived home they immediately went upstairs to Thorn's bedroom. Hiccup reached out for the bed, and collapsed onto it, only to suddenly drop to the floor as he had caused some of the slats to come out of the bedframe.

"Oops! Sorry Thorn!" Hiccup said, his words muffled by the mattress. He pushed himself off the bed and slumped on the floor instead.

"It's okay. I can fix it. I might need a little help, though. Can you hold the mattress up for me, if I bend the slats back into place?"

"I can try." Hiccup was eager to please. He got to his feet and tried to lift the mattress. It took both of them to lift initially, but after that it was fairly easy to hold up alone. He leaned against the mattress, holding it up whilst trying to take some of the weight off his prosthetic, while Thorn sorted out the slats. After about a minute, it was done. They replaced the mattress and Hiccup lowered himself gingerly onto the bed.

"Are we going to stay up here?" he asked.

"Yeah. We can chat, or play games, or something."

"Cool. As long as we're not going anywhere…" Hiccup pulled off his prosthetic and settled down on the bed. Thorn stepped back.

"You know, you don't look weird with one leg shorter than the other. It suits you."

"Great. Being a cripple suits me." Thorn glared at him.

"Don't use that word. It's so demeaning and insulting. That's not you."

"Fine. Disabled looks good on me." Thorn looked like she was about to punch him.

"No! Don't use any of those words. They don't describe you. Can we just… not talk about it?" So they didn't. They sat for most of the time until dinner playing games, until Thorn's mum came upstairs carrying trays of food. An odd look crossed her face momentarily when she saw Hiccup's prosthetic lying there unattached, but then she smiled.

"Thought you guys would prefer to eat up here."

"Thanks, mum." The pair of them started tucking in to the food. Once they had finished, Hiccup pulled Thorn in for a kiss.

"That was delicious," he said, meaning it. They spent the rest of the evening playing games, talking and occasionally kissing, until Stoick arrived to pick up Hiccup.

"Hiccup! Your father's here!" Thorn's mother yelled from downstairs. Hiccup reattached his leg and Thorn helped him down the stairs and to the car.

"Bye," she said, giving him a quick peck on the cheek.

"Thanks for helping him, Thorn," said Stoick.

"That's okay. But I've convinced him to get a pair of crutches the next time he goes to the hospital, so soon he'll be much more independent."

"Thank you," Stoick said again, relief echoing in every syllable. The car revved and they drove off, Thorn watching it until it drove out of sight.

On Friday afternoon Thorn got a text from Hiccup, the first she'd received in weeks.  
><em>Physio done, got some crutches so hope you're happy.<br>Great! We'll go find Toothless on Monday. _

When Monday morning arrived, Thorn left home late. She'd meant to leave early to meet Hiccup, but she'd overslept. It was all going wrong. She half ran towards school, speeding up as she saw Hiccup's car turn into the parking lot. She reached his car just as he was getting out, and together they walked into the school. Thorn cast a sidelong glance at Hiccup, who was using the crutches to support most of his weight when he walked on his prosthetic.

"At least now I don't have to carry you round everywhere," she commented.

"I guess, but now I stand out even more than I did before!" Hiccup protested. Nevertheless, they made their slow progress to their form room for registration. After registration, they went to their first lesson- Chemistry. During break they formulated a plan to find Toothless.

"Okay, do you know what year he's in?" Thorn asked.

"First year I guess…" Hiccup replied. "We were in the middle of a fire! Do you think it was the first thing that came to mind?"

"Well… what does he look like, then?"

"Small, pale green eyes, black hair, dresses like a goth?"

"Right, then. At lunch we can search for him. Happy?"

"Very," Hiccup replied, moving with her towards their next lessons. That morning was triple science, so after break they had Physics and Biology. In Biology, they made necklaces containing their DNA. When they were finished, Hiccup handed his necklace to Thorn.

"Take this. That way, wherever we are, we can always carry a bit of the other with us." Thorn slipped it over her neck, and handed hers to Hiccup who did likewise.

For them both, the minutes seemed to drag on and on. Time seemed to have slowed to a crawl. Finally, the bell rang for lunch. Thorn and Hiccup were first out the door. They gathered their things and quickly went to the canteen to eat their lunches. While they were eating they surveyed the rest of the dining area, looking for any sign of Toothless.

"He's probably either outside or in his form room," Hiccup said between mouthfuls. As soon as they had swallowed the last bite of food, they left the canteen and went hunting in the form rooms. No luck there, so they went outside and split up.

"Keep your phone on. If I find him, I'll phone you and bring him over." Thorn walked off to the far end of the field, leaving Hiccup to search the other half.

About halfway along the edge of the field, there were a cluster of trees that students could sit under for some shade. This was where Thorn found Toothless and his gang. They were laughing, and playing some sort of card game involving lots of violent slapping of cards. Thorn cleared her throat.

"Um, Toothless?" The group fell silent, and all eyes turned to her.

"Yeth?" Toothless asked.

"Hiccup wants to see you. Can you come with me?"

"Hiccup? You mean the guy who thaved me from the fire?" His voice was disbelieving.

"The very same. Now, are you coming or not?"

"Of course!" Thorn pulled out her phone and called Hiccup, who said he would wait by the science block. She led Toothless towards the science block, and as soon as he caught sight of Hiccup he broke into a fast sprint. Thorn struggled to keep up with the small boy. Hiccup heard the pounding of feet and turned around. Toothless got closer, slowing and staring more and more as he did so. Eventually he stopped about three metres from Hiccup.

"Hiccup?" he asked tentatively.

"That's me. Hey, Toothless. Are you okay?" His voice sounded concerned.

"Fine. You don't look tho good though. Did all thith happen becauthe you went back to thave me?" he asked.

"Yeah. I played the hero, but I wasn't really rewarded for it. I'm just glad you're okay. If anything had happened to you, I would have lost my leg and got burned for nothing."

"Oh man," Toothless said, noticing his prosthetic for the first time. "I tho owe you one. Ith there anything I can do to help?"

"You could be my friend. I think that would be enough to just call it quits. How about it?"

"Courthe I'll be your friend- you thaved my life. But I thtill owe you favours. Don't try and thtop me." At this, he stepped forward and pulled Hiccup into a hug. Hiccup hugged awkwardly back, the crutches still on his arms.

"Thank you, Hiccup."

"That's okay. I couldn't just leave you in there, could I?"

"But you'd thtill be in one piece if you had." Toothless pointed out the obvious truth.

"What's my leg when compared with your life? I was never going to be a great runner or sportsman anyway. You don't need two legs to saw a bit of wood or bend a bit of metal." The two of them parted, and Toothless gave a nod before walking away. Hiccup watched his departing back and sighed.

"Why can't all our classmates be like that? See that I was brave and that I'm not a hiccup." He swung round to face Thorn and they both moved away.

"I don't think you're a hiccup," she said, planting a kiss on his cheek. She didn't care if anybody saw.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: The plot will start to move along again soon, I promise. And I can confirm that Astrid will be making her appearance in the next chapter.**

**Until then, why don't you read my collaboration with LesserWraith? The link's here: s/9614735/1/Anything-for-Life . Alternately, you can visit my profile for a link. It's finished!**


	8. 1-8: Stranger Danger

**Wow. It's been such a long time. I am really sorry I haven't updated in ages, but I have now got a new chapter! **

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Stranger Danger<p>

Even though it was only the second week of school, and Thorn thought she'd had enough surprises to last her the whole year, there were more in store.

"So, what are you going to do for your sixteenth?" Thorn asked her self-proclaimed boyfriend. Frankly, she had never met someone so awkward, yet so smart… and so brave.

"Party somewhere, I guess. Not that I have many friends to invite," he replied with a small smile.

" Are you going to be up and about by then?"

"Should be." Hiccup had been working hard with his physiotherapy, in the hope that soon he would be able to get rid of his crutches altogether. Already he could walk ten paces fairly normally. Slowly he was getting back to normal. Well, as normal as you can be when you only have one leg and one friend. The teacher walked into the room, interrupting his reverie.

Thirty pairs of eyes fixed on the girl walking behind the teacher. The girl had pale blonde hair pulled up into a plait, from which hair was already beginning to escape. She wore a short sleeved striped blue shirt, and a short brown skirt with green leggings. Her shoes were brown and bulky- suited more to the hills and mountains than to a school. All the boys stared. And stared some more. Finally the teacher managed to wrench their attention back for a few moments.

"Class, this is Astrid. I know that last year we welcomed Hiccup to the class (at this she gestured at Hiccup for the benefit of Astrid), and I know that this year we can do an even better job of welcoming Astrid. Would you like to say a few words about yourself, Astrid?"

"Okay. Well, I'm Astrid, obviously, and I lived in America before I came here." Her American accent was distinct, and beautiful to the ears of everyone in the class.

"My hobbies are mountaineering and martial arts, I really love sports and my favourite colour is blue." The difference between Hiccup and Astrid was startling. Whereas Hiccup had been incredibly shy at the start of his first year, Astrid was calm and confident. She was used to standing up in front of crowds. Used to being noticed. She glanced at Hiccup, seeing the empty seat next to him, and made her way over to sit there.

"Astrid!" A chorus of boys' voices rang out desperately, all trying to grab the nearest empty seat and place it next to them. Clearly, they did not know that Astrid was not interested in such petty boys who only wanted to talk to her because she was attractive.

"There's a spare seat next to me, Astrid!"

"Come sit over here, Astrid!" She ignored all of them, and went to sit by Hiccup. He had been the only boy not interested in offering her a seat. Quickly looking him over, she looked to the side and spoke quietly from the corner of her mouth.

"Hey. Are they always like that? By the way, what happened to your leg?" she asked. Hiccup began to explain, but the teacher looked in their direction and he said hurriedly, "Tell you later." When the end of registration arrived Astrid stood up with Hiccup, and even offered to carry his bag for him. Thorn fumed silently behind him.

"It's okay, I can carry it on my own now, but thanks for the offer."

"So, are you going to tell me the rest of your story?" she asked. Casting a quick glance back at Thorn, he started to make his way towards their first class- Technology. He sighed, then resumed his story.

"Okay. Back to the fire. I'd just gotten Toothless out of the toilet cubicle, and we were going for the exit. I figured we'd never make it if we walked, but then Toothless jogged my memory about the go kart. We got in that, but it was already too late. I drove the kart into some debris, and… that's all I remember before blacking out. From what everybody else has said, my clothes were burned and I'd whacked my head somewhere along the line. They took me to the hospital, where they patched up my burns and my head, and they tried to save my leg, but it was too badly damaged. When I woke up they told me it was gone. They said that it had been broken and burned, and if they'd set it, it would have probably never healed properly anyway. Getting rid of my leg was really the only viable option they had left."

"So, let me get this straight. You went deeper into a burning building to save a boy you'd never met, you lost your leg and got scarred for life and you don't even care?"

"Why should I care? Like I told Toothless, I was never going to be a great runner or sportsman, and you don't need two legs to saw some wood or bend some metal. I was never going to be winning any beauty contests either. In the whole scheme of things, this isn't really that terrible."

His selflessness shocked Astrid. Everybody else she knew was obsessed with the latest fashions, looking good and succeeding in sports so they could become famous. And here was a boy who couldn't care less about them?

Astrid wanted to know more.

"Did you win any awards for it? Get in the newspaper?" she asked eagerly.

"I didn't want to. Toothless entered me for a Blue Peter Gold badge, and my dad wanted me to do interviews and have pictures taken. I didn't even want Thorn to see me- what chance did the media have?"

"Wow. You are so strange."

"Welcome to our world," Thorn broke in with a smile. The three of them walked slowly to the workshop, which had been rebuilt over the summer. When they reached the workshop, Hiccup invited Astrid to sit with them.

"Thanks, but I'd rather get to know some of the other class members," Astrid replied, giving them a small wave before making her way over to join Snotlout and his gang. A few minutes later the teacher walked in and addressed the class. A spaceship landing in the middle of the workshop would not have distracted the boys from Astrid, so what chance did Mr Woods have?

"Welcome back class. This year we will be continuing with our projects we started last year, seeing as certain events resulted in all your work being lost." A few groans could be heard, but mostly sighs of relief, since all they had to do was exactly what they had already done once before.

"There's cardboard, scissors and tape on the front table, I'd like you to make a rough model of your final design for your speaker." Everyone craned their necks to try and see what was available on the desk.

Each individual's desired materials picked out, there was a rush to get to the front desk in order to nab the ones they wanted, and in the process Hiccup's chair got knocked over, its occupant still seated upon it. Hiccup fell to the ground, cracking his head on the cold concrete. Most of the class just laughed, but Thorn and Astrid knelt down beside him, trying to see if he was all right.

Hiccup opened his eyes, only to be blinded by a searing heat and thick grey smoke. He cried out and scrambled to his feet, looking around him. Smoke and flames were everywhere. The flames were licking up a wall; more were trying to worm their way underneath a sooty blue door.

The smoke billowed all around him, allowing him only a tiny field of vision and making his eyes water. The smoke was suffocating him. He had to get out, as fast as possible. Staggering around, his blurry vision picked out a strange shape in the corner.

Thinking it could be a person, someone willing to help him get out of this mess, Hiccup moved slowly towards it, arms outstretched. In the corner of his mind, the thought that he looked a bit like a mummy dimly registered. Right now, it didn't seem to matter what he looked like, only that he escaped as quickly as possible. Moving closer, he saw wheels and a frame. His heart sank, but then joy filled his heart as he realised what the wheels and frame constituted. This is how I'm going to escape, he thought. But when he tried to approach the vehicle, his hand passed right through. "No!" he yelled, frantically trying to grasp one of the metal bars in front of him. He gestured so violently that he fell forwards, his whole torso disappearing into the illusion. Trying again and again, hoping that the first time it had been a mistake, he finally gave up.

Hiccup rolled over onto his back, and noticed that a light had emerged from the darkness. That must be the way out! He tried to sprint for the exit, but found he could only achieve a limping, shambling jog. Before he could make it to the white light, his legs shot out from underneath him and all he knew was blackness.

Meanwhile, Thorn and Astrid watched Hiccup as he cried out and stood up.

"Hiccup!" Astrid yelled. Both of them rushed to help, but he started to randomly stagger around, planting his prosthetic firmly on Thorn's foot.

"Ow! Why did I tell him to put nails in it to give him better grip?" she said angrily. They both stepped back, following him as he made for the door. He made it to the corridor, stopping and staring in wonder at something only he seemed to be able to see. Eventually he started to run, stumbling and limping along the corridor.

Thorn and Astrid followed him closely, when suddenly Hiccup fell and lay still on the floor. They both ran to him, Astrid slightly angering Thorn by rolling him over and shaking him.

"Hiccup! Hiccup! Come on, please wake up. Please!" Hiccup blearily opened his eyes, and jumped as he saw Astrid's face floating in his field of vision.

"Astrid! Whoa… where… what… what happened?" he asked, shocked at her face's proximity to his own. Astrid helping him to sit up.

"Uh, I was kinda hoping you would be able to tell me," she replied, seemingly forgetting about Thorn. Hiccup screwed up his face, trying to remember.

"There was… fire? And… I saw a light. I ran at it. But… I fell." Looking around, he added, "This is where I crashed the kart in the fire last year. I think… I think I might have been reliving it." Hiccup looked up towards Astrid, his eyes wide with fear. Astrid clicked her fingers.

"It must have been brought on when you hit your head on the floor," she theorized. "Do you think you can stand?" she asked.

"Yeah," Hiccup replied achingly, and Astrid lifted him effortlessly to his feet. She helped him back into the classroom, Thorn following behind with a face like thunder. Who was this girl, coming in here and trying to muscle in on their friendship? When they entered the classroom again, all eyes turned to Hiccup. Then, realising they were all staring, they turned their eyes back to their work, whispering amongst themselves. Mr Woods rushed over.

"Hiccup, are you okay?" he asked. "You gave us quite a scare, yelling and running around like that."

"I'm fine." His tone made it sound like he was anything but. "I'll get back to my work; that should help me take my mind off things." Pushing off Astrid, he walked as normally as he was able to his desk and sat down. A moment later, Thorn sat down heavily beside him. Putting her arm around his shoulders, she asked, "Can I help with your work?"

"If you like. Can you go and get some blocks of MDF, a hacksaw, some wood glue and some sandpaper from the store cupboard? Thanks." Thorn obediently retrieved the materials, and soon the pair of them were covered in shavings. Hiccup marked off the wood and glued the pieces of the trebuchet together, while Thorn stood and sawed all the pieces to the required length.

"I'm not very good at sawing in straight lines," she said with a giggle. Glancing up, she noticed that Hiccup was looking at her, a faint smile on his face. Not for the first time, she realised why she had liked him from the moment he had walked in the door of the classroom, ignoring all the little voices inside her head.

"Never mind. That's why I've got the sandpaper- if you screw up, I can fix it."

By the end of the lesson the trebuchet frame was almost complete, so all that was left to do was the mechanism and the final touches to the frame. Hiccup and Thorn made their way to the form room, Hiccup trying to walk normally as far as he could before using his crutches. When they arrived, Thorn pushed open the door only to be bowled over by an enthusiastic Fishlegs.

"Hiccup! Come and join us, pal," Fishlegs said, pulling him over towards the large group of boys who dominated the far corner of the room. Hiccup cast a look towards Thorn that said,_help me, I'm about to get killed_! When he got there, there were no taunts or mocking comments, only friendly remarks and slaps on the back. The group parted to reveal Astrid standing there. She walked over to him, a smile on her face.

"They won't bully you anymore. I sort of, 'bent them to my will'. We're all friends now," she whispered.

"Even Thorn?" Hiccup asked hopefully.

"No, just you and Snotlout and his gang. How do you like _that_?" she said, looking proud of herself.

"Oh… uh, great! Thanks, Astrid." Snotlout seemed to notice Hiccup for the first time.

"Hey! You know, we all think you're the coolest guy in our year. How many other guys can make themselves a new leg? How many other guys in our year have needed to?"

"Um… thanks? I'm glad you like it."

"So, you doing anything for your sixteenth?" Snotlout asked.

"Probably a party at my house or something. It won't be anything major."

"Cool! Can we come? It'll be the best bash in ages!"

"Yeah, sure," Hiccup sighed, moving back to Thorn.

"I think my party's going to be bigger than I anticipated," he commented, anxiety written all over his face. "I've just invited a gang of rowdy boys to my house. It's going to be carnage."

"You better get working so you'll be able to run away. Come on, let's get out of here. You can practise walking on the way to History." She turned to leave, but Hiccup took a faltering step forward and placed his hand on her shoulder, halting her.

"Thorn? About what happened in the workshop… please, don't tell my dad, or your parents. I don't want them to worry about me even more."

"Yeah, whatever. Fine. Come on!" Thorn sounded different, like she was angry or annoyed. Spinning on her heel, she set off at a brisk pace, so that Hiccup had to jog to keep up. After about thirty seconds he could no longer keep up. Hiccup was perplexed; Thorn was never usually like this. She would always walk slowly, and was never impatient with him.

"Thorn!" he panted. "Slow down! I can't walk as fast as you!" Thorn paused, but only for long enough for Hiccup to hop a little closer, then she set off again at a marginally slower pace than before. Hiccup was desperate to catch up, so he tried sprinting as fast as he was able. Unfortunately, that was not very fast, and quickly he could no longer sprint. In a last ditch effort to stop Thorn, he threw himself to the floor, aiming for her legs. He slid along the corridor and grabbed her legs tightly, causing her to fall to the floor with him.

"Hiccup! What are you doing?" Thorn asked angrily. Hiccup held up a finger while he caught his breath.

"Why… are you walking… so fast? You know… I can't keep up… what's the matter… with you?" Hiccup said in between breaths. Thorn freed her legs and stood up, holding her hand out to help up Hiccup. Unlike Astrid, who seemed to possess a large amount of strength in such a compact package, Thorn had difficulty hauling the slim boy to his feet.

"You know, I think I spend more time with my face on the floor than I do anywhere else," Hiccup joked. Putting on a more serious expression, he asked, "Is this about Astrid?"

"No, I just… I just got angry for a second. That's all. Come on, we should get to History. This time Thorn walked slowly so Hiccup could walk by her side.

"I think I just undid all my hard work," Hiccup said, wincing. "I don't think I could take two steps normally anymore." Thorn glanced sideways, and noticed that it was true; Hiccup had indeed gone right back to where he had started. He relied heavily on his crutches, hopping more than walking. Thorn's face crumpled as she realised that it had been her fault he had gone to such lengths to catch up with her. Without any warning, she pressed herself into a corner and started to sob. Hiccup continued for a few paces before realising Thorn was no longer by his side.

"Thorn?" he asked, hearing a loud sob in reply. He found her and wrapped his arms around her.

"What's wrong?" he asked her.

"It was my fault!" she said, venom in her voice.

"What was?" Hiccup was obviously confused.

"That you've gone back to the beginning with your walking. I was angry at you, at Astrid. Yes, I lied. I was angry at Astrid," she said, seeing Hiccup's frowning face. "I walked fast to get away from you, I didn't think you'd try to run and dive like that."

"You obviously don't know me then. I'd do anything for you. I'll do anything to keep you. It doesn't matter about me; you're the only one that matters," he said, tenderly kissing her cheek; Thorn returned the kiss wholeheartedly. He turned around and started heading to their next class.

"Come on, or we'll be late! Well, even later than we are already!" Thorn grinned, and they both walked as fast as they could to their next lesson.

* * *

><p><strong>The next update may be quite a long time in coming too, because I have no idea what to write next...<strong>


	9. 1-9: Flashbacks

**Okay... It's been absolutely ages since I last updated, but I have really had no idea what to write. So, it's a bit shorter than usual, but I hope you enjoy it and I'd like to hear what you think, be it good or bad.**

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p><span>Flashbacks<span>

Two days later, Hiccup and Thorn were once again making their way into the workshop, chatting animatedly about the catapult. Hiccup glanced up at the room, with its new desks and chairs, and then staggered to a halt. Thorn kept walking, still unaware that Hiccup was no longer by her side. When she finally realised, she spun round to find him in the midst of another flashback.

Hiccup stood in the middle of the smoky classroom, while everyone else cowered in the corner. He saw Mr Woods saying something to the others, but he couldn't hear any words. Suddenly the scenery flashed, and the group of people disappeared, to be replaced by a dirty toilet door. Now there was a soundtrack to his nightmare. A young voice yelled over and over again, "I'm here! Help me!" Hiccup clapped his hands over his ears, trying to drown out the noise, but nothing could stop the unbearably loud voice worming its way past his hands and into his brain.

"Stop! I'm coming!" he yelled. Everyone in the class turned to look at him, and Astrid ran up to him and shook his shoulders violently.

The building felt like it was about to fall on Hiccup's head. He was being shaken; it was like being in the midst of a powerful earthquake. Grey filled his vision, and his legs felt rooted to the spot. He was stuck in the middle of this nightmare, unable to move and unable to escape. The only things that he could move were his arms, and he did so, twisting and slapping them violently around in all directions. His eyes roved, but saw nothing but grey.

As he swung his arms more and more, he became aware of a strong force pushing them down against his sides. Now he couldn't move his arms either!

Astrid tried to hold Hiccup's arms down, but in his hallucinating state he was far stronger than she, probably due to desperation. Her face was red from where his flailing hands had slapped her and from the shock of seeing her friend slowly losing his mind like this. Thorn was behind her, her face red and tears just starting to flow.

"Astrid... what's happening?" Her words were now interspersed with the occasional sob.

"I... I don't know. Hiccup's the only one who knows what's really going on here, and he's... like this..." She glanced round at Thorn, their shocked and scared expressions perfectly mirroring each other's. Suddenly Hiccup began to thrash even more violently, protesting against Astrid's restraining hands even more.

"Let him go." The commanding tone in Thorn's voice was unmistakeable.

"But... if I do, he might..." Neither of them wanted to say it, but it was clear in both their minds.

Painfully aware that the whole class had now fallen silent and were watching intently,Thorn moved closer to Astrid and tried pulling her arms from his, but to no avail. She was far stronger. Thorn hissed, "Astrid. Let go. Now." There was venom in her words, but Astrid's hands still remained firmly on Hiccup's arms.

"Then you leave me no choice," she whispered, locking gazes with Astrid. Quick as lightning, she pulled back her hand, which was now balled into a fist, and sent a jab straight into the jaw of the hallucinating Hiccup.

The world went from a suffocating grey to a brilliant white, bursting with stars. His vision blurred and tilted crazily, then turned to an all-encompassing black. His eyes and body went numb, quickly followed by his consciousness.

The rest of the class watched as Hiccup was felled by Thorn's short but powerful punch. As he tumbled backwards, his eyes rolled back into his head, which cracked sickeningly against the floor. Thorn and Astrid both knelt down, one either side of his prone form. Angrily, Astrid tried to shove Thorn away, to make her move and just leave her alone.

"Why? Why did you do that?" she muttered, trying to keep her voice low in the thick silence that surrounded them.

"Don't try and turn me into the scapegoat. It was all your fault. If you'd let go when I asked you to he might not be like this right now," she whispered back angrily, gesturing at Hiccup, who was just beginning to murmur, his eyes flickering back and forth behind closed lids.

"Yeah, but if I had let go, who knows what might have happened?" It seemed as if both girls were fighting hard to get their own views accepted, and neither was willing to concede that the other was right.

Hiccup moaned, slightly louder this time, but his eyes remained closed. Mr Woods at last came closer, looking on worriedly.

Thorn, noticing his proximity, said,"Sir, I think it would be best if we got Hiccup to the medical room." He nodded his head immediately, and the two girls rushed to pick him up, almost fighting one another for control over the limp form. Since he was still unresponsive, they hauled him to his feet and began to awkwardly drag him towards the door. On the way, Thorn picked up his crutches, which he'd discarded what seemed like an age ago when the flashback first began.

They made it out the door, both sighing with relief as they were now out of sight of the rest of the class. Thorn knew that as soon as lunch started, the story would be all over school, and she'd be the one painted as the villain.

Why wouldn't she? She was the one who punched Hiccup, who tried to pull Astrid away from him. Add to that the fact that she was one of the most unpopular kids in school. On the other hand, Astrid had only been here a week, and already she had half the school bowing down to her every command. Thorn knew that Astrid would be portrayed as the fearless hero, the one who tried to help Hiccup at his most vulnerable moment. How she held onto his arms, tried to get him out of it, tried to protect him.

As they reached the steps which would take them up to the main school building, Thorn and Astrid both walked up without any problems, but they both jerked to a halt suddenly, dragged down by Hiccup's dead weight between them.

"Huh?" Astrid said, looking round. She gave a gentle pull on his shoulder, but to no avail.

"Thorn. Ready? One, two, three." On three they both pulled upwards, but Hiccup still remained firmly on the bottom step.

"I can't see what's wrong here," Astrid said, signs of confusion beginning to appear on her face. Astrid's words sparked a thought in Thorn's brain, and she quickly began to unhook Hiccup's arm from around her shoulder.

"Hold him for a minute, will you?" Astrid readied herself for the extra weight, but it wasn't really necessary because her load was not greatly increased. Thorn jumped nimbly down the stairs, and bent down, seemingly examining Hiccup's legs.

"Ah," said Thorn, in a way that suggested that she had been right all along. She moved her hands towards the top of his prosthetic, and began to jiggle and pull the straps that secured it to his leg. After a few seconds, it came free, almost slipping from Thorn's grasp in the process.

"It was stuck under the lip of the step. I figured if I took it off, we wouldn't have the same problem again." Her tone was slightly victorious, but also scathing and mean. Thorn didn't like how Astrid thought she could just waltz in and take over everything. She didn't know anything. Thorn was the one who knew Hiccup inside out and back to front. Thorn was the one in a relationship with him. Astrid was just... a girl.

Hefting the length of wood and metal, she resumed her place at Hiccup's right hand side; this time, keeping hold of his limp arm was much more difficult, carrying a pair of crutches and his prosthetic. Ignoring Astrid's look which blatantly said _let me help_,she steeled her gaze and settled it on the wall opposite, pulling Hiccup up with her.

The two teens working completely separately from one another, it was an impressive feat for them to make it all the way down two long corridors to the medical room. Tumbling in through the door to the dark room, Hiccup almost slipped out of their grasps and onto the floor. Thorn fumbled for the light switch, and flicked it on, illuminating the room.

Inside, there was a single narrow bed, covered by a white paper sheet. Pillows and blankets were by its side, and a cupboard, presumably containing various medicines and bandages, was opposite. A wheelchair sat, nearly folded, at the end of the bed, and a small sink was behind the door. The room smelled faintly of antiseptic.

Seeing that their final destination was almost within touching distance, the girls put in an extra effort for the final few steps, and dropped Hiccup unceremoniously on the bed. Thorn sighed, them started to rearrange his limbs to make him more comfortable. Turning away from Astrid, she said, "Go and find someone. There's always someone in the office; why don't you start there?" Her tone was friendly, but her body was sending out clear messages- stay away.

Astrid left, closing the door rather more firmly than was necessary. Thorn didn't look up; she just continued to gently manoeuvre Hiccup's arms and legs onto the bed properly. As she lifted his shortened leg, he shifted uncomfortably and began to mutter again. Thorn quickly placed it gently on the bed, and turned to his head.

"Hiccup?" she asked tentatively. His only response was a flickering of eyes under his lids and another low murmur.

"Hey, you're safe now. You're with me. Thorn. Open your eyes." Her gentle, encouraging tone drew a few coherent words from the mouth of the boy.

"Thorn... Ow... my head..." He shifted, and Thorn caught a glimpse of the welt just beginning to form on the back of Hiccup's head.

_I did that_, she thought. _I tried to help him, but all that happened was that he got hurt even more. This is my fault. All of it. I can't let myself hurt him any more, after what he's been through._ A solitary tear falling from her eye, she kissed him tenderly on the lips for a few seconds, then opened the door and walked out. She kept walking, out the front door and then gate of the school; only then did she let herself collapse onto a bench and sob, alone and broken.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Now I've got an idea in my head, I should be updating much faster. Watch this space!**
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Coming Back Around

Hiccup awoke fully for the first time just as Astrid was entering the room. He blinked, and said dazedly, "Thorn?" Astrid moved over to his side.

"No. Astrid." She gently lifted his head with her hands, and tried pressing softly against the damaged area. Hiccup responded by jerking his head away and trying to bat her hands off him.

"There'll be someone along in a minute to get you cleaned up," Astrid said softly, aware that with consciousness probably came a pounding headache.

"Thorn?" Hiccup asked again, his face full of confusion.

"No. Do you know where she's gone? She was here when I left…" At that point, the teacher came in. Seeing Hiccup lying on the bed, clearly in some discomfort, she sighed.

"What happened here?" she asked, in a tone that suggested she'd much rather be somewhere else right now. Perhaps watching some TV show on her computer instead of working. Who knows what goes on behind the locked doors of teacher's offices?

Hiccup tried to roll over on his side, and in doing so revealed his missing foot. The teacher gasped, a look of astonishment crossing her face. She rushed over and reached for his leg. When she grasped it, Hiccup winced sharply.

"Not that. My leg's an old story. I fell over and bumped my head. And my jaw hurts too…" His fluent sentences meant that he was regaining the full use of his senses once more.

"Um… okay… um… right…" The teacher was clearly flustered. Stopping all motion for a minute, she finally moved towards Hiccup's head, and began to try and examine the wound. Each time the teacher pressed, Hiccup winced again.

"How far did you fall?" she asked him. Hiccup looked to Astrid for an answer.

"He fell backwards, from standing upright to the floor," she supplied efficiently and helpfully. The teacher had a faint look of further questioning on her face, but she let it slide. Returning to her examination, she sighed once more.

"Well, there's not really much I can do for you other than give you an ice pack and let you stay here awhile. I'll get you one, and then you can leave when you're ready. Just come to my office and let me know." Her friendly tone was not reflected in her face, which showed exhaustion and irritation. She pulled an ice pack out of the cupboard, and wrapped it in a soft towel. Handing it to Astrid, she couldn't get out of the room fast enough.

Astrid moved to take the place of the teacher, pulling up a chair as she did so. She lifted the ice pack, and Hiccup obediently turned his head so that she could ice the injury. When the cool pack touched the sore spot, Hiccup sighed with evident relief. But he couldn't remain still for long. After a few minutes, he was shifting and trying to turn back towards Astrid, who had to keep pushing him gently back away from him. Finally, Astrid relented and handed Hiccup the ice pack. He rolled over, and turned his eyes to face hers.

In the few minutes that his face had been turned towards the wall, Hiccup's emotions had been changing every few seconds. First, there had been pain- he had a gargantuan headache, and his jaw throbbed too. Next, confusion as he tried to work out where he was and who was there with him. Then realisation, as he finally remembered what had happened. Finally… fear. He didn't want to remember the events that had just passed, but he knew he had to face up to them in order to see the truth.

What Astrid saw was a look of fear, and just from the first glance fear was struck into her heart also. It took her a few seconds to realise what the fear might have been about, before her suspicions were confirmed by Hiccup's next words.

"It happened again. The flashback. I was there again. In the workshop." Astrid reached up and gently grasped his free hand, Hiccup gripping back painfully firmly, as if he was clinging on to his sanity.

"Just tell me what you remember, so I can try to help." Astrid nodded, trying to encourage him further. Hiccup sighed, then screwed up his eyes and tried to recall every detail for her.

"I was back in the fire. Everything was grey, and I could hear a voice, yelling something. I… I can't remember what it said. I couldn't move, couldn't see. I was feeling around with my arms, but then the whole room started shaking and my arms were stuck to my sides… after that… I don't know. I think that was about it. It was much shorter than the first one." His speech over, Hiccup slumped tiredly on the bed, as if remembering had taken all of his remaining energy from his body.

"When did it start to happen?"

"I don't know, right away I guess. I took about three steps into the room and I started imagining the fire again." His face was full of worry. "I must be going mad."

Astrid threw him a sharp look, but her expression quickly softened. "No, you're perfectly sane. Do you think that any other normal person could go through what you have and come out of the other side completely free from any side- effects?" Sensing that Hiccup was about to disagree with her completely, she hastily continued before he could say a word. "And actually, I think that all your hallucinations and flashbacks are a good thing. It's your brain trying to process what happened; much better than you just blanking everything out. It must be the sight of the workshop that sets off your flashbacks, too." She sighed.

"Listen. You've suffered more in sixteen years than most people do in a lifetime, and it's changed you. Physically and mentally. We're all shaped by the people we meet, the events that occur, and the hardships we endure throughout our lives. You've had more hardships so far, but eventually it's going to even out. And all of the things you think are bad when they happen might be good for you later in life. Just because you've had two flashbacks to a day when your life turned around doesn't make you crazy. Doing that stuff was crazy, sure, but it was completely selfless and you shouldn't be ashamed of it. You should be proud. Proud that you did what nobody else would. Even all the sporty, popular kids chickened out when it mattered most. And yeah, you've got scars, but that just proves you're truthful and you put others before yourself in _any _situation." As she spoke, Astrid felt a surge of emotion and care for the boy who had risked everything to save a perfect stranger.

No words were said in that room for a long while after that. Astrid just sat, silently watching Hiccup tend to his wounds. They both found that the silence held more wisdom than any number of words that could pass between them. And even though neither spoke, there was a deeper communication in the room; they took comfort in one another just being there.

They sat for so long that soon the rest of the school began to swarm out of their classrooms to move to their next lesson, and, later, outside for the end of the school day.

When they could hear the rush dying down, Astrid took the now warm ice pack from Hiccup and placed it in the sink while he re-attached his prosthetic. There was now a sizeable lump on the back of his head, but most of the headache had dissipated. Swinging his legs over the side of the bed, he threaded his arms through his crutches (helpfully held by Astrid) and shakily got to his feet. Staggering a little, Astrid moved quickly forward to steady him, and she continued to scrutinize him carefully as he made his slow progress out of the door and down the corridor.

"Is your dad waiting to pick you up?" she asked.

Hiccup laughed, a short bark. "Well, I don't suppose he'd make me walk home." Moving more confidently, he quickly distanced himself from her, settling into a rhythm and swinging along towards the door, where she could see the outline of his father waiting. She slowed, eventually coming to a stop in the middle of the corridor.

"You're welcome," she said sarcastically to his departing back. Why had his mood changed so quickly?

Hiccup left the school and walked with his father to the car. Just as he was getting in, he noticed a sliver of bright orange next to a bench outside the school. The day- glow colour reminded him of Thorn, who had been strangely absent for most of the afternoon. The weird thing was, he could have sworn that she was there at some point, but that thought was dismissed as a result of the knock to the head he took.

Instead, he sent her a quick text.  
><em>Hey, where were you this afternoon? I missed you.<em>

A reply came back almost instantly.  
><em>Go away. You don't want to talk to me.<em>

Stoick started the car, and reversed out of the parking space. He turned left to exit the car park, and as the car swung right onto the busy road just outside, Hiccup glanced back at where he had seen the flash of orange. To his surprise, he saw a girl with messy black hair staring back at him, her expression unreadable at this distance. Quickly he pulled out his phone again.

_Why are you sitting on the bench? And of course I want to talk to you. Why wouldn't I?_

This time, there was no reply.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: I'm sorry for yet another short chapter, but this was more to move the plot along. Hopefully they'll get a bit longer soon! **
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Portraits

Thorn sat, staring at her phone's screen. People jostled and walked all around her, but she was oblivious to them. The final three words of Hiccup's text had her full attention, and they would keep it until she had worked out why he had put them there.

Why? That was the question of the day. Why did Hiccup have another flashback? Why did Astrid not let go of Hiccup when she asked her to? Why did Hiccup still want to talk to her? The answers to the first two questions were not even being considered right now; Thorn's only concern was working out why he still wanted to talk to her.

She hadn't done anything right so far. So far this year, she'd insulted him, put his recovery back to the beginning, punched him and left him when he needed her. All of these things were, in Thorn's opinion, heinous enough on their own to warrant him hating her, but he still didn't. There was definitely something weird going through Hiccup's brain, something that didn't see all of the horrible things.

Deciding that the answer wasn't going to come sitting on a bench, she stood up and began to walk home. She knew that this conversation was something they would need to have face to face; sending texts wasn't enough. But Thorn couldn't face Hiccup tonight. She meandered home, taking much longer than usual, and when she finally made it to her house she ran up to her room and resumed staring at her screen. At least in the solitude of her own bedroom, nobody would see the sadness and cluelessness tearing at her face.

Hiccup sat silently in the car as his father skilfully negotiated the narrow streets. He didn't have anything to say, nor did he want to; since his mother died, the two of them had become closer, but were still unwilling to share confidences. It was almost like they were too proud, too manly to admit that their emotions were ripping them up inside to each other.

As he sat, he stared at the floor, then at his leg, then, the recent memories of the past day and week threatening to overwhelm him, at the grim grey tarmac of the road ahead. It was almost like looking into his future, seeing what lay ahead for him, but seeing only a dull future, one without promise. Right now, all that Hiccup _did _see for his future was dull and grey. Dull, because there was nothing for him to look forward to, even in the near future. He couldn't walk three steps into the workshop without going back to the fire, meaning any chance of regaining a life of invention and creativity was basically ruined. Thorn didn't want to talk to him, for reasons as yet unknown; his only friend in the world not wanting his company. He couldn't walk three steps any more, not without help. Right now, all that Hiccup saw of his life and future was one big mess.

When they pulled up outside their house, Hiccup clambered out of the car without a word or allowance of help. He swung over to the front door, inserting his own key and pushing open the door. Inside, he left his shoe on because the lack of heating was turning the house into a fridge and made his slow progress up the stairs and to his bedroom. It was small and in need of redecorating, but it was full of character and life.

On the walls were plenty of shelves, many of which were heaving with books or inventions. His desk was small and natural wood, not that anybody would be able to tell- drawings, sketches, diagrams and bits of wood, metal and plastic almost completely covered it. His bed was low to the ground, and sagging slightly in the middle from repeated use as a seat. The only pieces of paper that adorned the walls were some photos and diagrams of recent projects, and a periodic table Thorn had given him to try and make him like Chemistry more than Technology. A set of pencils and technical drawing tools took pride of place on the floor, sitting on top of a tower of school books, well away from any possibly damaging items. On his desk were more scattered pencils, and a scratched and ancient fountain pen that was Hiccup's pride and joy. It wasn't new or shiny, but he had used it for as long as he could remember and the nib was well worn to his writing style. He moved over to the stool in front of his desk and sat down, leaning back to get his pencils. Propping his crutches on the edge of the desk and pulling off his prosthetic, he readied his pencil over the paper. It hovered there for a long moment, the wielder unsure about what to draw. But then the pencil fell to the paper and began to sketch.

Hiccup started by drawing an upside- down egg shape, before filling in the lines and features that would turn it into Thorn's face. He sat at his desk for hours, ignoring his father's yells calling him down to dinner, trying to get the drawing perfect. He thought that maybe the drawing would be able to bring the two of them closer once more, and maybe Thorn would want to talk to him again. He paused, and held up his work to scrutinise it. The eyes were not completely symmetrical, and he hadn't quite captured the frizzy mass of hair as well as he might have wanted to, but he knew that Thorn would ignore all that.

Scrawling his signature at the bottom, he re- attached his leg and got to his feet, wincing slightly as the prosthetic bore some of his weight. Leaving the crutches leaning against the desk, he stepped out from behind the stool and took a deep breath before taking a short step towards the door. A normal step followed, then another quick step. Limping heavily, Hiccup made it the short distance to his door, but even that short distance had caused his face to wrinkle in pain and a light sweat to break out on his brow.

But he wasn't satisfied yet. Hiccup walked back and forth twice more before he had convinced himself that was the minimum amount. He knew that this was precisely what the doctors had told him not to do, they'd said to take it easy and don't try and walk too far, but he wanted Thorn to see him walk normally into school sooner rather than later. At the rate he was going so far, they'd be into their last year before he'd be able to walk normally once more, and Hiccup knew that he was never patient.

Hiccup finished his walking practice for the day and sat down heavily on his bed, his leg throbbing and his palms clammy. He smiled, glad of the pain and sweat; it told him he was doing well. If he kept pushing himself, eventually he'd get stronger and would be able to walk faster and for longer. Hearing another yell from his father, Hiccup grabbed his crutches (stairs were a little past his capabilities right now and he didn't want his father to know what he had been doing) and made his way downstairs, for a now very cold and congealed meal.

Thorn pushed her food around the plate, not wanting to eat. Her mother looked on concernedly, but said nothing. Eventually she just gave up, excusing herself and escaping back upstairs, away from the omniscient gaze of her mother. Looking in the mirror, she could see her bleak expression and lack of any hope. Behind her reflection was a mirror image of a picture standing on her desk. It had been carefully framed and placed so that anybody's attention was immediately drawn to it.

The picture was of Hiccup and Thorn, standing together in her bedroom. She'd used the timer setting on her camera to allow her time to get into position, her arm wrapping around Hiccup's shoulder and a big smile on her face. Hiccup's face was beaming also, but there was a trace of pain and suffering hidden behind the grin. Every time her eyes fell on the picture, she was reminded of the friendship they shared, and how much she loved him.

This time, a glance almost tore her heart in two, because she thought how he could never like her again, not after all of the things she'd done to him. The tears beginning to fall onto the beige carpet, she moved silently over to the picture and took it from its perch on her desk to her bed, where she lay, curled up into a ball. Sobbing silently, she stared at the picture for a long time, wondering how on earth she was going to face Hiccup in the morning.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: I hope you enjoyed this chapter, I know it's another short one but I'm really hoping the next chapter will be a bit lengthier. As to when I shall be updating, expect a short hiatus on all my stories as I have exams all this week and next week. But I will try and update as soon as I can. **

**In the meantime, I recommend Anything for Life (a collaboration between LesserWraith and I) and Crevice (by Lenle G) if you would like some good reading. **
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Reconciliation

Hiccup watched the front gates of the school intently as they drove in. He was looking for Thorn. The portrait of her was neatly rolled and stowed carefully in his backpack, and he was hoping that the strange events of the previous day could begin to be forgotten with it. Usually, she would be waiting nearby, ready to come and help him out of the car (although his independence was now much greater and he accepted her offer more out of courtesy than anything else) and walk with him into school. Today was evidently not a usual day. Thorn was absent, which was strange. Hiccup hadn't told his father about the events yesterday (apart from the fact that he had fallen and hit his head, but this was a bit hard to hide due to the large welt he was now sporting), and nobody else knew; he was the only one who could understand the _real _reason for her absence.

To his surprise, it was not an empty doorway that greeted him as he was moving to get out of the car, but Astrid.

"Thought you could use a hand," she said with a smile.

"Actually, I'd rather have a leg," Hiccup shot back, grinning.

He proceeded to get out of the car; a small grunt was emitted when his prosthetic met the floor and bore some weight. Awkwardly positioning his crutches, he walked with Astrid into school.

Hiccup didn't mind walking with Astrid, it was just... strange. He'd never walked into school (or around it) with anybody other than Thorn. If someone _did _decide to join them, Thorn was always there to lend a hand and keep the conversation going, or just comfort him with her presence. There hadn't been many days when she wasn't there with him. Although, he supposed, he had deserted her for weeks and weeks after the fire.

That final thought brought a firm plan into his mind. Reconcile with her, and make up for all the times he was an idiot and totally unworthy of her friendship. There was no way he could do that by phone; he'd have to visit her. And there is no better time to apologise than right away. Well, as soon as possible anyway. Hiccup decided that he would visit her as soon as he could after school. He could even feign illness or a hospital appointment to get out of school early and see her.

Hiccup's rational brain immediately questioned this, telling him how that would be a direct violation of the school rules, but his heart didn't care. After listening to his rational, argumentative side for approximately three seconds, he just shut it out and let his true feelings guide him. He would do a lot of things for Thorn. Even skip school and break the rules. When it came to school or friendship, friendship would win hands down every time.

"Wait, I've forgotten something. I must have left it in the car, or at home." Hiccup stopped just as he was going to walk through the door of the school. Astrid turned to face him, apologising to a few other students as she moved out of their way.

"Do you want me to come with you?" she asked.

"No, no, my dad's still here, I'll be fine," he replied, perhaps a little too hastily, and turned to start making his way speedily towards his car. His father started the engine just as he approached, and he put on an extra burst of speed; luckily, he managed to catch him just as he was putting the car in gear to drive away. Hiccup rapped on the window, and his father turned, surprised. He killed the engine as Hiccup pulled open the door.

"What is it, son?" Stoick asked, the look of slight surprise still on his face.

"I've, uh, forgotten something. I think it's at home." Said timidly, the excuse didn't sound very good at all.

"Can't you just go today without it?"

"No, it's for a teacher who's really strict about this stuff. I'll get a detention if I don't have it." Hiccup even surprised himself with his sincerity. "There's still time before school if we hurry." These final words decided his father, and he motioned for Hiccup to get in. No sooner had he clicked his seatbelt into place then they were in motion, his father controlling the car with a stern expression.

As soon as they had cleared the gate, Hiccup turned to his father.

"Take me to Thorn's house. Please." He tried to make his words as pleading as possible, but this was not difficult, since he felt as pleading and desperate as his words indicated. Stoick sat impassively, seemingly ignoring him. Suddenly, he pulled sharply into a parking space at the side of the road and killed the engine.

"Why?" he asked, turning to face him. Hiccup sighed.

"I just... I just realised that my stuff is probably at Thorn's house. Yeah." All he got was an angry glare from his father.

"The _real _reason?" Hiccup sighed again.

"I... I can't explain. Not properly. I just... need to see her. It's really important." Hiccup looked expectantly at his father, waiting for him to reject his request and drive him right back to school. In a rare moment of do now and ask questions later for him, he started the car and proceeded to drive in the direction of Thorn's house. Hiccup was silently hugely thankful to whatever it was inside his father which made him do that.

The car journey was a short one; Thorn lived not ten minutes from the school. Throughout, neither father nor son spoke. Their silence was more of an uneasy truce, neither party wanting to talk in the fear that another conflict would begin. Hiccup was just grateful that his father had known to do the right thing. He spent most of the time in the car thinking about how to begin.

By the time he was climbing out of the car, he still didn't know what to say. He walked fearlessly to the front door, confident that he could just act natural and it would all work out. Ringing the doorbell, he silently hoped that Thorn would be at home.

It was Thorn's mother who opened the door.

"Hello, Hiccup. What are you doing here?"

"I've come to see Thorn, and to... pick up a few things I've forgotten." For some reason his brain still tried to continue with the lie, even though nobody would believe it. Thorn's mother stepped aside and gestured for him to come in.

Making his way up the stairs, he gingerly tried to push the door to Thorn's room open, but there was something blocking the way. Pushing harder, he heard Thorn's angry voice float under the door.

"Go away!" Hiccup rattled the handle some more, until he had convinced himself that he wouldn't be able to force his way in.

"Thorn, it's Hiccup. Let me in. Please?"

"I don't want to talk to anybody. Least of all you. Didn't you realise that yesterday?" Thorn's harsh words were like a dagger to Hiccup's heart. He almost physically staggered backwards by the force behind them.

"Why... why don't you want to talk to me? What have I done wrong? If you won't say anything to me, at least tell me _why_."

"It's not you. It's never you. It's me. I've screwed up. I'm always the one who screws up. That's why you shouldn't be talking to me."

"Thorn, wait. I've come here to admit that I've screwed up too. Can you let me in so we can talk properly?" There was a long silence. Hiccup would have stood there for hours if that was what it would take.

As it was, it only took five minutes. Hiccup heard some shifting and rustling from behind the door, and at last the door slowly slid open on oiled hinges. They stood, facing each other, for a long and silent moment until Thorn stepped aside and Hiccup moved into her room. Still no more words had been said, other than the perfunctory conversation with the door between them.

"Thorn, I-"

"Listen-" they both began at the same time. Thorn gestured for Hiccup to go first, so he continued.

"I came here to tell you that I've been an idiot and a terrible friend and I'm really really sorry and it's okay if you hate me right now because I realised how stupid and selfish I am..." The words rushed from Hiccup like they'd been pent up for so long and they were desperate to be released.

"You're not selfish. You're the least selfish person I've ever met," Thorn replied. "You should hate _me_. I've been the selfish one here."

"But you didn't leave me in the fire and then refuse to see me for months! That was _me_! _I_ was the ignorant one." At each mention of himself, he jabbed a forefinger at his chest.

"Yes, I don't suppose I did," she said, and Hiccup assumed a face that said he knew he'd won. But Thorn wasn't finished yet.

"That's not all. _I_ was the one who pushed you over; _I_ was the one who failed you time and time again. _You_ were the one who saved that kid from the fire at your own expense; _you_ were the one that bore all the pain and suffering without so much as a bad word said aloud about it. For every failing you think you have, you've got a hundred virtues. So you refused to let me see you for a few months. I probably would have done that too, you know. Not many people have been in your position, and I can't claim to know anything about any of it. All I know is that you handled an impossible situation with selflessness and tact. Just imagine what it would have been like if Snotlout had been the one losing his leg and having flashbacks in his favourite class?" This final comment pulled a thoughtful smirk, then an amused grin, from the mouth of Hiccup.

"That would be fun. Now all we've got to do is engineer that situation," Hiccup replied with a smile. Just the thought of Snotlout in his position had lifted his mood sky high. "But I don't think he'd be able to handle not doing any sport. He'd just sit at the sidelines and throw stuff at everyone." His grin was growing wider by the minute.

"Well, we can't create the same situation again, but we _could_ do something about Snotlout," Thorn replied, glad that the conversation was steering away from Hiccup and his imaginary failings and towards something more light hearted. "We could tell everyone about how he was such a coward in the fire. Do you remember his face?"

Hiccup thought for a moment. "Um, no, actually I don't." He concentrated really hard for even longer.

"I still can't say I can remember his face," he finally said with a sigh. "But... I mean, I _should_ be able to remember the face of the guy I hate, right?" A frown was starting to form on his face, wrinkling the lines born too early on his face from all the pain and suffering he had endured.

Thorn thought for a moment, then suddenly clicked her fingers, snapping her gaze up to meet Hiccup's.

"Maybe you _do_ remember..." she said mysteriously. Hiccup's frown grew deeper.

"What do you mean by that?" he asked.

"I mean that maybe you _do_ remember, but not _consciously_. Maybe it's buried deep in there somewhere. And you're lucky, because you've got a massive pathway to those locked-away memories- your flashbacks. You go into the workshop with me and try to have a flashback, but really detailed. You'll see the look on his face, then you can draw it afterwards," she finished triumphantly. Hiccup nodded, a smile beginning to form.

"I think that just might work. Tomorrow we can rope in Astrid and then at lunch we'll do it." He grinned, glad that they would at last be getting back at the boy who had made Hiccup's life hell from the second he had walked through the gates of the school just over a year ago.

Thorn's smile faltered for a split second, but then she stepped forwards and grasped his shoulders.

"Are you sure you're okay with this? I don't want you to feel forced into doing this or anything."

Hiccup nodded his head vigorously. "I'm sure. Anything to bring Snotlout off his high horse. As long as you don't knock me out this time, I'm okay with it." Thorn grinned and nodded, then pulled him into a tight embrace, which Hiccup returned wholeheartedly.

"Can we just skip school today?" Thorn asked.

"Yeah. I don't suppose there's anybody to miss us." He settled on the bed and, pulling off his prosthetic, said, "What do you want to do?"

"Movie?" Thorn replied, which was met with a nod of approval from Hiccup. She pulled out her laptop and booted it up, then slotted in the DVD and they sat down to watch the movie.

Thorn sat, huddled by Hiccup's side. She was buoyed up by everything that had happened. Hiccup skipping school (he told her about Astrid and the car and his father), his apology to her, and his willingness to have another flashback just to get back at a bully. He was just so perfect. Which, of course made her all the more unworthy of him. He deserved better; he should /have better than her.

Thorn didn't voice her thoughts, because she knew that they would just be met with disagreement from Hiccup. Unable to accept that he was better than her; yet another way in which he was so perfectly selfless and the most caring person she'd ever met. It was just so unfair, that such a wonderful and perfect person would have to endure all that he has, thought Thorn. If anyone deserved all the suffering, it was _her_.

"Why is life so unfair?" she mused aloud, and Hiccup paused the movie before glancing across at her.

"Because if it was fair, then we'd all be idiots living too blissfully for our own good. It's important to have a reality check once in a while, you know."

"That's not what I meant," she replied, knowing full well that Hiccup had perfectly understood the meaning of her previous statement.

"_I_ don't think that my life has been unfair. I've just had it a little harder than most other people. But I know that if I can get through this and come out in relatively the same condition on the other side, I'll know I can handle anything life can throw at me. Life isn't unfair _all_ the time. It's just that your life has been fairer on you than mine up to this point. Maybe I won't get cancer or die young or go blind when I'm older; maybe I'll end up wrinkly and senile like everybody else. We don't know of our future until it finally comes up to us and smacks us square in the face. Foresight is one of the worst gifts that we've been given. It allows us to think ahead, which is great if you're playing chess, but in the game of life it's never a trump card. With foresight, many a great decision has been marred by that person's reluctance to take a risk. Because that's who we are, and that's what we've evolved to be- people who don't take risks. If we took risks, then we'd be happier at times, but also sadder at others; it's the fear of sadness that means we're all pedestrian non-risk- takers."

There was literally nothing Thorn could say to that. His words were brutally true, and they both knew it. She just hoped that one day, she'd be brave enough to take a risk like Hiccup did. Brave enough to take a risk, even though she'd seen what could happen if the risk went wrong. She leaned forwards, and pressed play on her laptop, starting the movie once more and pulling herself into another world, one where all her imperfections and worries were non-existent.

After the first movie had finished, they just picked another one at random and sat there for the rest of the day, just sitting silently, each taking comfort from the presence of the other. Hiccup had phoned his dad and asked if he could stay over, and he'd agreed readily and brought over some clothes for the next day. Hiccup guessed his dad was really in a generous mood today; he'd never let Hiccup stay over at a friend's house on a school night before. Either that, or there was some kind of new, deeper understanding that had suddenly been forged between them, and he just instinctively _knew _that this was important.

Four movies, and quite a few snacks stolen from the cookie jar later, Thorn's mum called them both down for dinner. Hiccup started to pull on his prosthetic while Thorn grabbed his crutches for him.

"No, wait. There's something I want to show you." He got gingerly to his feet, then limped the few steps across to the door on his own. As he turned, he was almost bowled over by an enthusiastic Thorn.

"You walked properly! That's great!" Hiccup shrugged.

"Not really. I don't think I walked very evenly."

"Well, _I_ didn't notice it that much. You should be proud." she replied with a smile. Hiccup started to blush nervously, looking down at the ground.

"Thanks," he said meekly. "I did this for you, you know. I've also got something else for you, downstairs. I was going to give it to you at school today, but I've only just remembered about it. Come on," he finished, opening the door and limping out onto the landing. Thorn followed, handing over his crutches so that he could navigate the stairs. They walked downstairs together, and Hiccup tried walking alone again to his bag. For the last few steps, Thorn could see the pain evident in his face. She moved up alongside him, placing her hand gently on his shoulder. From this distance, she could see that he was breathing slightly more heavily than normal, and that there was a light sheen of sweat on the back of his neck.

"Hey. There's no point in ruining all your hard work just because you think you need to show off to me. You don't. I'm really touched by how you're trying so hard for me, but you're trying _too _hard. If you keep walking like this, you'll just end up back at square one. Again. Don't make me feel like I'm the cause of it. Again." Hiccup bent over, mumbling his words into his schoolbag as he unzipped it and fumbled around inside for the gift.

"Mmmm… I guess…ah." He pulled out a long, thin roll of paper, secured by a rubber band, and handed it to her. "Open it."

"Not until you promise me that you won't get yourself back to square one by doing too much at once," Thorn said sternly. At times, she reminded Hiccup of his mother.

"Fine," he sighed. "I promise. _Now_ will you open it?" Thorn gave him a look which blatantly said _I don't believe a word of what you just said_, and pulled the elastic band off the rolled paper. When she unrolled the portrait, she let out a small gasp.

It was… her. An almost perfect portrait of her. She looked up at Hiccup, disbelief etched onto her face.

"Did you… did you draw this?" At her question, Hiccup nodded. "Where did you get the picture from?"

"I, um, I drew it from memory. It's why the eyes are a little off, and your hair isn't quite the right shape…" He trailed off as he saw the growing smile on Thorn's face.

"You drew this from _memory_? That's incredible! It's so lifelike and you've remembered so many details! I love it. Thank you so much," she said, sincerity in every word. To say thank you properly, she gave him a quick hug and a swift kiss. She then rolled up the portrait with a reverence usually only given to holy objects, wrapping the elastic band around it once more with great care. Handing Hiccup his crutches, which he reluctantly accepted with a scowl, they made their way to the kitchen for dinner.

As usual, Thorn's mother's cooking was excellent, and Hiccup wolfed it down before asking politely for a second helping.

"I still can't believe such a tiny boy can eat so much," she said to him.

"I'm not _that _tiny. I'm taller than Thorn," he pointed out logically.

"Yes, but… never mind." She left the kitchen and allowed the pair some more time to themselves. Hiccup ate so quickly it was like he'd been starved, while Thorn picked timidly at her food.

"Come on, Thorn. You've got to eat. You need energy for tomorrow, remember?" She nodded tiredly at his comment, then picked up a few pieces of pasta and placed them in her mouth. Chewing slowly, she swallowed and Hiccup nodded his approval.

"You don't know what you're missing out on, all that delicious food that you're leaving on your plate," he mumbled with his mouth full.

"Well, at least I don't talk with my mouth full," she shot back. "And I have better table manners."

"Shut up!" Hiccup said, again with his mouth full.

"Point proven," Thorn said shortly, and went back to poking her pasta around. But she couldn't quite hold the grin from breaking out onto her face, and so after a few minutes it was apparent that there was something she was finding quite amusing. Hiccup noticed the smile on her face, caught her eye, and grinned also. That was it. Thorn burst out laughing, unable to hold in the smiles any longer. Hiccup waited until her laughter had subsided, then added, "I would have laughed too if my mouth wasn't full of food." At that, both of them could no longer suppress the rising happiness within, and they both fell into hysterics. After a few minutes of solid laughter, they finally calmed down enough to finish dinner and make their way back up to Thorn's room. But they still occasionally broke out into quiet giggles, the silent joke between them still amusing.

Thorn and Hiccup played cards for the rest of the time before Thorn's mother came upstairs and told them to go to bed. Thorn feigned embarrassment at the fact that her parents still had to tell her when to sleep, but she didn't mind them controlling this one aspect of her life. Thorn pulled the inflatable mattress into her room, and threw a couple of blankets over it, then sat down on it.

"G'night," she said, arranging the blankets over her.

"Don't you want your own bed?" Hiccup asked, gesturing to the springy mattress he was currently seated upon.

"You can have it. Whoever says that women can't be chivalrous is wrong."

Hiccup sighed. He knew he would never win this argument. He got to his feet, somewhat precariously, and started to walk over to the light switch.

"Hey! What do you think you're doing?" Thorn asked sharply.

"Um, turning off the light switch," Hiccup replied, beginning to move once more.

"Stop. You promised, remember?" Realising what she meant, Hiccup scowled.

"But… come on… I mean…" Hiccup trailed off as he realised that once again she would never let him win this argument. He moved to grab his crutches, as if giving in to her protests, but then quickly darted towards the light switch and back to the bed. Unfortunately, in the sudden plunge from bright light to none, Hiccup caught the edge of his prosthetic on Thorn's mattress and tripped, falling heavily onto the floor with a thud. Thorn sat up, rushing to pull him up and see if he was okay.

"I'm fine," he said in an irritated fashion, batting away her offers of help. "Just let me go to bed. Once I've slept, I'll be fine. Promise." Hiccup then proceeded to half limp, half hop to the bed, pulling off his prosthetic with a wince and a hiss. Thorn was still standing over him, her shadow making the darkness around Hiccup even more absolute.

"Are you sure you're okay?"

"Yes, yes. Please go to sleep." Thorn got obediently into bed, and rolled over, but not before saying smugly, "I told you not to try and walk over there."

For that, she got a pillow at her face. Or, at least, the back of her head, since she had cleverly turned away from Hiccup. His annoyed _hmph _and irritated roll away from her made it all worthwhile.

* * *
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	13. 1-13: Truth

Truth

In the car on the way to school, there was an air of nervous excitement about Hiccup and Thorn. Thorn's mother knew nothing of their plan for lunchtime, and that was the way it was going to stay. As she pulled into the car park and parked the car, Thorn jumped out to help Hiccup but he silently waved her off, wanting to get out on his own. He got slowly out of the car, and Thorn joined him for the short walk into school. Hiccup was not much the worse for wear after the previous night, but Thorn still insisted on fussing over him.

"Are you okay?" she asked for what must have been the twentieth time.

"Yes, fine," Hiccup replied through gritted teeth, partly because he was getting annoyed at her constant badgering, and partly because his leg was causing him not inconsiderable pain. "Are you incapable of believing a word I say?"

"When you say it like that, yeah. I don't believe it one bit. But if this is how you want it, to just suffer in silence, then I'll let you get on with it. But you know that I'm always here if you want to tell me the truth."

Hiccup sighed, but continued walking without saying any more. They meandered down the corridors, going to their lockers then finally making their way to the form room. As Thorn opened the door and held it open for Hiccup, they were greeted by a stony- faced Astrid.

"Where were you?" she asked.

"Uh..." Hiccup began, not sure what lie he should spin for her.

"He was at my house. He was looking for some books for school, but we searched everywhere for ages and we couldn't find them. By the time we'd found them, it was really late and there was no point in coming back to school anyway."

"Yeah. I found my stuff, but by that time the lesson was over already. And it was almost the end of school." Hiccup was inwardly relieved that Thorn had managed to lie so effortlessly to Astrid. When Astrid glanced away, he nodded his silent thanks to her. She allowed herself a tiny smile, wiping it off her face as Astrid turned back to face them.

"You or me?" Hiccup asked Thorn.

"What?" Astrid asked in confusion. Thorn gestured for Hiccup to go ahead, so he did.

"Well, last night we were thinking about what we could do about Snotlout. Thorn said about how we could bring him down a few notches by telling everyone the story about how he was such a coward during the fire, and how I could draw his face. The problem is, I don't remember his face. Thorn suggested that maybe I could have another flashback and use it to see his expression and memorise it, then draw it afterwards. We were going to give it a shot this lunchtime, if you want to help. Are you in?"

Astrid stared at them both incredulously. "Do you really want to do this? I mean, with the flashback and everything. Don't you remember what happened last time?"

"Yeah, but this time Thorn's promised not to knock me out, so I'll be fine," Hiccup replied with a smile.

Astrid sighed. "Um... I don't know. I'm not sure if I want in on this."

"If you're not there, there would be nobody to catch me if I fell. Thorn's not strong enough to catch me on my own, weedy as I am," he added, and Thorn nodded her assent. Astrid looked sceptical, then finally nodded back.

"Okay, you've convinced me. I'll come with you. But that's not saying I approve of what you're doing." At this point, the teacher entered, cutting off any chance of a reply. As soon as registration was over, the trio went their separate ways; Astrid to Maths, Thorn and Hiccup to Physics. Astrid had been placed in a separate group for the sciences, maths, and English, but they were all together in most of their other lessons.

The morning dragged on impossibly slowly for Hiccup. He sat through an hour of Physics, then a painstaking half hour break in which he just sat uselessly, next, an excruciatingly slow English lesson, and finally a P.E lesson in which he had to sit, alone and somewhat forgotten, in the gym doing work while the rest of his class played football outside. As he sat, staring at the clock and watching the second hand creep impossibly slowly around its face, he had never felt so tired or bored. Even in an exam he could be sleeping. The worst thing about being unable to do P.E was the fact that he had to actually _work_ for an extra hour when everyone else could relax. This only made him even more determined to get back to full fitness so that he could join in for at least a small part of the session.

Hiccup glanced around the gym. He was alone in the wide, echoing space. Everyone else was in lessons and nobody was paying any particular attention to him. He figured that if the rest of the class were doing physical exercise, he might as well too. After all, nobody ever checked whether he had actually _done_ any work in the hour. Mostly, he used his time to finish urgent homework, then do other homework so that he could spend his evenings drawing, designing or building.

This time, he set himself a different goal: make it to the other side of the gym and back without using his crutches. Checking the time once more and making sure that enough minutes that seemed to last forever were available for him to complete his task, he pulled himself to his feet with the help of the wall. Fixing his eyes on a point near the base of the wall at the other end of the gym, he gingerly stepped forward, wincing both in pain and because the spring inside his prosthetic squeaked loudly; in the cavernous gym, the sound was echoed and magnified. He took another step, shifting his weight quickly onto his real leg.

The erratic squeaking and thudding continued for many more minutes than Hiccup had anticipated. He had to stop regularly to catch his breath and find something else to focus on that wasn't his missing left leg. Mostly, he just concentrated even harder on the wall, and pushed all thoughts out of his mind other than wanting to feel the rough, flaking paint under his palm, and the sense of satisfaction that would come with doing so. Other times, he thought about Thorn or Astrid, and how they needed him to do this. How _he _needed to do this. For himself, and for them. People were relying on him; if he failed, he'd be failing them as well as himself.

By the time Hiccup made it to the wall he'd been aiming for, he'd stopped seven times on the way, he was coated in sweat and breathing heavily, and it had taken up most of his remaining lesson time. Time was now of the essence; Hiccup would have to walk the full distance without pausing in order to make it back to his bench before the others came back in. He rested for a moment more, then pushed hard off the wall he was leaning against and started doggedly for the bench. In reality, the bench was only twenty metres away, but it seemed like miles to the struggling boy. To his credit, he made it almost a third of the way before his leg gave out beneath him and he fell, the loud thud created when his bony body hit the floor reverberating deafeningly throughout the gym.

Of course, this was the precise moment at which the rest of the gym class decided to walk in.

Immediately, Thorn noticed that Hiccup was not sitting studiously at his usual bench. She glanced around, taking a few more seconds before noticing the green and brown heap on the floor ten metres away.

"Hiccup!" she gasped, rushing over to him. When she reached him, she noticed how bad he looked.

"What on _earth _were you doing in here?" she asked angrily.

"Trying to... to... to walk," Hiccup replied, grimacing.

"How many times do I have to tell you to just _stop_? How many more times when you end up on the floor in agony will it take before you finally admit that you might need some help or to take it easy for a little while? I want to know, Hiccup? _How many?_" Her final words were said with such venom that Hiccup was momentarily speechless. He looked down at the floor, unwilling to meet her death glare.

"None," he finally replied. "I need help," he said, looking up at Thorn with pain-filled eyes. "Will you... help me?"

Thorn said nothing; she only held out her hand and helped Hiccup to his feet. Only when he was fully upright and walking back to the bench with her aid did she speak again.

"When we get back outside, I'm confiscating your prosthetic. You'll have to use your crutches normally. No walking allowed. Get it?" Her fierce tone brooked no argument.

Hiccup did not even bother to protest. He had finally realised that he _did _need help. He'd realised that he couldn't do it all at once, or on his own; he needed someone to help him along the way. It had been a wrench to admit that he was weak and in need of assistance, but he had finally worked out that it would help in the long run.

In a gentler tone, Thorn added, "I don't think worse of you for admitting you need help. I think better of you. You showed humility, and you finally threw away your misconceptions you seem to have about guys and how they should never show weakness or ask for help. Be proud of that, not humiliated by the request for help."

"Thanks," was all Hiccup could say as they reached the bench. Thorn grabbed the books strewn about the place, and Hiccup grabbed his crutches; together they made their way from the gym, leaving behind them a class and teacher stunned into silence. It took a few seconds before Mr Jones was able to regain his senses and address the class once more.

Outside, Hiccup pulled off his prosthetic and handed it to Thorn, who locked it securely in her locker. He now felt quite off balance, and with nothing to support his left leg it dangled uncertainly in mid-air.

"Wow. This feels a bit weird. I feel like I'm about to fall over sideways."

"Well, you should get used to it. I'm going to confiscate it for the rest of this week while you're at school."

"Thorn!" Hiccup whined.

"It's for your own good. And I'm being perfectly reasonable. I don't want you gallivanting off somewhere and sending your recovery backwards even further." Hiccup nodded in reluctant agreement.

"I guess you're right. Again," he said, before starting an awkward hop down the corridor. Thorn followed closely behind him as they made their way down the quickly filling corridors to the canteen.

Hiccup and Thorn took their usual seats at the back corner of the canteen and waited for Astrid. A few minutes later, she appeared, looking slightly flustered.

"Sorry guys. I got held up by my stupid English teacher. You still up for this, Hiccup?"

"Of course I am. And that's okay- we all know how Miss Johnson can be such an idiot sometimes," Hiccup replied, gesturing for her to sit down. She took her seat, and the trio quickly ate their lunch. As soon as Astrid had pushed the last crisp into her mouth, they all stood and walked quickly from the canteen. If they were to have enough time to get to the workshop and for Hiccup to have a flashback, they'd have to work fast. Walking down the now- deserted corridors, they made a beeline for the workshop.

When they reached the workshop door, Hiccup drew to a halt.

"When I go in, I'm probably going to end up back… then… pretty quickly, so maybe one of you should go and grab a chair or something for me to sit on now. That way, I won't end up on my back again." His uneasy joke hinted at his nervousness about the upcoming ordeal. Astrid darted into the room, being careful to keep the sight of its interior out of Hiccup's view to stop any premature flashback. Moments later, she returned.

"I've put a stool just inside the door on the right. It's really close, but we'll be there to shove you onto it if your flashback starts before you make it to the stool. Are you ready?" Hiccup swallowed loudly and nodded. Astrid prepared to push open the door as Hiccup set his crutches in front of him, ready to swing through the opening into the workshop.

The door opened; Hiccup swung himself inside and made his way to the stool. Before he could get there, his world turned black, and he let out a cry as the workshop around him dissolved into nothing.

"Dammit!" Thorn said, moving quickly to get Hiccup sat on the stool before he keeled over. Astrid closed the door hastily and drew the bolt across so that nobody else could enter. Thorn glanced behind her. "He's already back there," she said, her voice full of concern for the boy.

In the midst of his flashback, the first one he'd willingly had, Hiccup was ensconced in his world before the ten minutes in which everything changed forever. He was standing near the door, but he saw Thorn at the front desk, all alone, and knew that he should be over there. He pushed himself to his feet-

"Watch out!" Astrid exclaimed, diving forwards to grab Hiccup's arm and loop it over her shoulder. Her swift action just about saved Hiccup from overbalancing, but now he was intent on walking. Astrid glanced down.

"What? What happened to his leg?" she asked, gesturing frantically to Hiccup's truncated leg. Thorn cursed.

"I confiscated it earlier. It's in my locker; it never occurred to me that it might come in handy right now."

"_Really? _It _didn't, _did it?" Thorn shook her head with what looked like shame.

"Quick! Go and get it!" The urgency in Astrid's tone went straight to Thorn's body, and she moved with a speed she didn't know she possessed. While Astrid struggled to hold Hiccup in one place and stop him from walking around too much, Thorn pulled on the door handle uselessly.

"I pulled the bolt across. At the top!" Astrid's voice was more desperate by the minute. She knew that she wouldn't be able to hold Hiccup up alone for much longer. Thorn reached frantically for the bolt, her fingertips just brushing its underside. Cursing, not for the first time, her diminutive height, she quickly looked around for a stool to stand on. The nearest one was obviously the one Hiccup was meant to be seated on, but she couldn't take that one. Darting across the room, she grabbed the next closest stool and almost ran with it over to the door, where she nimbly climbed upon it and slid the bolt across.

Yanking the bolt open, she slid open the door and disappeared. Astrid heard something that sounded like, "Hang in there," as she left.

Completely unaware of the panic he was causing, Hiccup continued to try and make his way across to Thorn. He just wanted to talk to her, tell a joke, have a laugh. But there was some random force stopping him. Every time he tried to take a step forward, a strong force pushing on his chest prevented his movement. He hoped that the force would go away soon, because he knew what would be happening soon. He'd lived through it once for real, and twice more in hallucinations, and the fact that it was pretty life- changing meant that every moment had been captured by his brain in searing detail, sound included. He could hear the background chatter of the rest of the class, pointless conversations about what they would be wearing to the weekend's party, and the latest celebrities and fashions. Hiccup had always considered these people somewhat shallow and constantly obsessed with appearance and material things; these meaningless conversations they were having only enforced his view.

Of course, he could have just been imagining all of the words he was hearing. But a little voice in the back of his mind reminded him that this memory was important, and therefore was probably pretty accurate. Hiccup was never one to exaggerate or make anything bigger than it really was- if anything, he would often try to make it smaller and more insignificant, even if it was growing hugely out of control. The little voice was quickly banished into nonexistence as the booming voice of Hiccup's favourite teacher echoed around the room. He had to hurry; the whole event was about to be kick-started. But there was still this force pushing on him.

Thorn rushed through the corridors, trying to walk as fast as possible without breaking into a flat sprint which would have looked even more suspicious. They'd planned everything in the utmost secrecy, and if anyone was to stop her and question her actions, the truth would be spilled very quickly. After what felt like hours after she had left Astrid struggling with Hiccup in the workshop she arrived at her locker; in reality, it was probably less than a minute. She quickly spun the combination lock and dialled in her combination, pulling her locker open and grabbing Hiccup's prosthetic before slamming the door closed. Her locker was in a constant state of disarray- if she didn't slam the door, all her books and possessions would come tumbling out onto the floor, and she really didn't have time to waste putting them all back in her locker right now. Glancing down at the prosthetic conspicuously clutched in her right hand, she tried to hide it somewhere about her person. Instead, she noticed an empty gym bag out of the corner of her eye. Ignoring her inner moral code, she grabbed the bag and stuffed the prosthetic into it, then she started off along the corridor. She could always return it afterwards.

The debacle with the gym bag had made Thorn's excursion much longer than she had hoped. When she pushed open the door to the workshop for a second time, this time ignoring the bolt at the top, she saw Astrid on the verge of giving up. When Astrid heard the door creaking slightly on its hinges, she spun her head and sighed with relief.

"You're back! Get it back on as fast as you can; I can't hold him for much longer. He keeps trying to get over to the benches…" Thorn was already moving towards the pair. She knelt down, narrowly avoiding a flailing crutch as Hiccup struggled against the firm resistance of Astrid's arms. She grasped his leg, pulling the straps over it and violently yanking them tight. Pulling gently to test its sturdiness, she stood back up and gestured for Astrid to release her hold on Hiccup. She complied, and Hiccup lurched forward, thankfully regaining his balance as he stumbled for the front bench.

At last! He could move forwards once more! He moved as quickly as his puny, sluggish legs would allow, making a beeline for his seat at the front of the class. Mr Woods was talking to the class, and Hiccup took his seat just as the fire bell started its ominous wailing.

"Class, we need to evacuate immediately! Follow me!" Mr Woods' voice could barely be heard over the wailing of the siren and the crackling of the fire, which had now become a considerable din. Hiccup got to his feet only moments after he had sat down, and turned towards the back of the class. He scanned the sea of faces for one in particular, finally remembering what he had come here to do. But when he looked across the crowd, he couldn't see the person he was seeking. Looking over the class once again, Snotlout was mysteriously absent. As Mr Woods continued yelling, and tried to open one of the doors into the corridor, Hiccup saw that Snotlout was sneaking back into the classroom via the other door. He saw the suspicious look on his face, and he returned an unidentifiable object to his jeans pocket. A few of his closer friends glanced in his direction and nodded. Snotlout returned their nods with a grin- quite the opposite expression to the one he should have been wearing at the time.

When Thorn was describing Snotlout's face, he thought that he'd be able to see it exactly as she had described. But... Hiccup saw not a hint of fear or panic on Snotlout's face. He looked calm and collected, the antithesis of what he should have looked.

Thorn and Astrid watched him curiously as he wandered about the workshop for some time. He moved from one corner to another, his expression now fixed on curious. As the minutes ticked by, the pair continued to glance at the clock, all too aware that time was running out.

Hiccup had seen all that he wanted to. He sat down on a nearby stool, trying to drag himself back to the present.

"C'mon, c'mon," he chanted to himself, trying to escape his flashback. He closed his eyes, rocking back and forth until he got so annoyed at his inability to figure out the problem that he whacked his forehead hard with his palm.

And in a split second, Hiccup was back in the new workshop, Astrid and Thorn staring down at him.

"Hey. Welcome back. What did you see?" Thorn asked.

"I saw… Snotlout…" He trailed off uncertainly, but Thorn beckoned for him to continue.

"He was… he was… coming back into the classroom from somewhere. He… didn't look scared or anything. He… oh, God…" The horror of his discovery had just struck him, and he felt bile rising in his throat.

"It was… him. It was him! He was the one… the one that started the fire…"

* * *
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"What?" Thorn and Astrid exclaimed together.

"What I saw... I must have seen him sneaking back into the classroom and blanked it out somehow."

"We _have_ to do something about this, Hiccup. Arson is a really serious crime. _And_ he endangered the lives of others. _And_ he irreversibly changed yours."

"No. I can't tell anyone. _Nobody_ must know, other than us."

"But Hiccup!" Thorn broke in. "You've _got_ to tell someone so they can do something about it and punish Snotlout."

"That was never the aim of all this, Thorn. I wanted to humiliate him, sure, but I didn't want to see him branded as a criminal." Hiccup was adamant.

"But... but... it's not bad, it's _justice_!" Thorn wasn't going to give up on her argument so easily.

"Yeah, well, sometimes seeking justice isn't always the best course of action," he replied, pushing between them and moving quickly for the door. His body language told the duo that he didn't want to talk about it any more. Thorn and Astrid just stood there, a little dumbfounded, and watched him quietly leave the workshop.

"We've got to do something about this, Thorn. Even if Hiccup won't."

"Yeah, I know we should definitely do something. But I don't want to go behind his back like that. Anything we say or do, we say or do it together. The three of us. He trusts us to keep it a secret, and if that's the way he wants it, that's how it will stay. For now. Undoubtedly, it's all going to come out eventually."

Hiccup limped alone down the corridor, making slow progress due to the sheer number of people blocking his path. He would have preferred to get away faster, but even with clear corridors he wasn't exactly the fastest man alive. Taking a left, he passed through a set of double doors, finding himself outside. A bench was nearby, and he sat down heavily on it, vaguely remembering that this was the same bench that he'd ended up on on his first day back at school after the fire. He thought wistfully back to that time, wondering if he could ever forget all of the events that had transpired since then.

Despite what Hiccup had said, he did feel some resentment towards Snotlout. If he hadn't been so stupid and irresponsible, he might be standing here, still in one piece and not breaking down every time he walked into that classroom. He could be happily living his life, perfectly healthy, and oblivious to what could have been. As it was, he was living his life, somewhat less than healthy, now with full knowledge that the actions of a foolish boy had changed his life forever. This mind-bending internal torture about what could have been had been plaguing him for some time.

Hiccup's reverie was interrupted by a small boy plonking himself down next to him on the bench.

"Hi. I thaw you thitting here all alone and you look kind of thad. Are you okay?"

Hiccup sighed. "I'm fine, Toothless. I've just found out something really serious about somebody and Thorn and Astrid want me to tell someone, but I won't. I don't think it's right."

"Athtrid? You mean that blonde girl?" Toothless looked hopefully at him.

"No. Not going to happen. Like, ever," Hiccup responded firmly, and Toothless looked crestfallen.

"Who wath it?" Toothless asked.

"Who was what?"

"The perthon who you found out thomething really theriouth about."

"Oh. I'd really rather not tell anybody, Toothless. No offence. I meant what I said. Nobody else can know what I know. It would mess with even more people's lives than it already has."

Toothless looked deep in thought for a moment. "Did you find out thomething about the fire, then?" Toothless asked, his powers of perception pretty astute.

Hiccup nodded resignedly. There was no point in denying it now. "Yes. But I'm not going to say any more. The fire's already messed with my life in far too many ways, and I wouldn't wish any of it on anybody else, no matter who they are." Toothless nodded, again apparently deep in thought.

"My lipth are thealed," he finally replied.

Hiccup spotted Astrid and Thorn making their way down the corridor he had just come out of. "Quick, Toothless, go hide over there or something. Go!" Toothless scampered away, hiding around the corner of the nearby building just as Hiccup caught Astrid's eye and they came outside to meet him.

"Hey, what are you doing out here? It's freezing," Astrid asked, rubbing her bare arms. Hiccup held up his sensibly sleeved arms.

"Well, maybe you should get some clothes suitable for the weather. Although now I wear long-sleeved shirts to cover up my arms more than anything," he replied, pulling up his sleeves slightly to reveal the scarred skin underneath. Astrid's eyes widened slightly, then she quickly regained her composure.

"Um… we were just looking for you, to ask about… you know," Astrid said guardedly. Hiccup nodded almost imperceptibly, trying to indicate that there were people watching.

"The answer's still no."

"Really?"

"Yes."

Thorn glanced at her watch. "We should really be getting to our lessons. Coming?" she asked Hiccup, gesturing to the science block.

"Not yet. You guys go on ahead. I just want a few minutes to myself right now." At his words, the girls stood silently, respecting his request and moving away towards the science block.

"I think what he's found out is getting to him more than he's making out to us," Astrid said in a low tone.

"Yeah, I know. He's always like this. But we're just going to have to wait until he's ready to admit it himself." Thorn glanced back at Hiccup, who was still sitting on the bench. He looked lonelier and more lost than ever.

Hiccup stared at the mirror, which he had plucked from a pocket, in his hand, watching them walk away. He saw Thorn's glance backwards, and waited until they were almost out of sight to beckon Toothless over. He came over, but continued to stare at the retreating backs of Astrid and Thorn.

"Still no. Never," Hiccup said, and Toothless sighed.

"Well, I gueth I'll thee you around. Bye, Hiccup. And thankth again. For thaving me latht year. When'th your birthday? I thould get you a prethent."

At the mention of birthdays, Hiccup started in surprise. He quickly got to his feet. "Tomorrow," he said quickly to Toothless, before swinging along at full speed to catch up with Astrid and Thorn.

"Astrid! Thorn!" he yelled, drawing a few odd looks from the surrounding students. Thankfully Thorn heard his first call and turned. She pulled Astrid to a halt, and together they stood amongst the throngs of moving bodies, an island in a turbulent sea. Hiccup fought his way awkwardly through the masses until at last he reached them.

"Do you guys want to come round tonight? I've just remembered I've got my party tomorrow night, and I think I need a helping hand to get it all set up. Are you in?"

Both Astrid and Thorn nodded enthusiastically. "Great. My dad will pick us up after school; undoubtedly he's already started hanging streamers and banners all over the place. He always goes way over the top for any birthday celebration I have because he thinks that it's great that I actually have friends." At his comment, they all laughed, a moment of happiness following a shocking discovery.

"I haven't even got your present yet," Thorn said. "With everything that's been happening, I've completely forgotten. I'm really sorry." Thorn's expression told Hiccup that her apology was genuine, not just something said insincerely to get by.

"It's okay. You don't have to get me a gift. Just knowing you're here for me, and you're my friend is enough. You too, Astrid."

"Um… I've actually already got you a present," Astrid replied, looking nervously at the floor. "But if you don't want it, it's okay," she added quickly.

"I'm really happy you remembered. Not like some people," he replied, glancing at Thorn with a look of feigned disdain. The look earned him a hefty punch in the arm. Hiccup pulled away, and started to walk as fast as he could towards the science block.

"Catch me if you can!" he said loudly to the others. Astrid and Thorn grinned at each other, then broke into an easy sprint and caught up to him within seconds.

"We win. Your forfeit is to go the rest of the day without your prosthetic," Thorn said, holding out her hand. Hiccup sighed, thinking that she'd forgotten about that, and pulled off his prosthetic and handed it to Thorn. She stuffed into the gym bag that she still hadn't returned to its place on the floor by her locker, and stashed it outside the science block. The trio walked into science, jovial and excited about the evening of party preparation.

Astrid sat through Chemistry and Physics, Thorn and Hiccup through Biology and Chemistry. Even Thorn, lover and master of Chemistry, was getting fidgety and impatient as the end of the school day ticked closer and closer. She almost flew out of her seat with relief as the bell rang. All three of them practically ran outside and stuffed their things into their bags, eager to get out of school and focus on something other than the disturbing discovery they had made at lunch time. Walking three abreast, they went out to the car park where Stoick was waiting.

"Is it okay if Astrid and Thorn come round tonight?" Hiccup asked him.

"Of course. You'll need someone to help with the party preparations. As long as it's okay with their parents, it's okay with me." Hiccup's father had been uncharacteristically jovial for the past few days, and it was beginning to worry him. He didn't know if it was a permanent change, or if he'd just go back to his old, taciturn ways the moment the last guest left the house after the party.

Both the girls nodded, and Stoick pulled open the back doors for them. "Pile in."

Once everyone was seated, Stoick started the engine and began the short drive home. Hiccup tried breaking the awkward silence hanging inside the car with what he hoped sounded like casual conversation.

"So, dad, what sort of stuff have you been up to today?"

"Oh, the usual. Washing, ironing. And I've made a start on the party preparations too. I've got all the food and drinks, and I also dug out some old decorations."

Uh... what kind of decorations?"

"The usual kind. Plates, balloons, napkins. I think there's even some streamers."

"Okay, but when you say old, what exactly do you mean? Like, _how_ old?"

"Well, judging by the bees and ladybugs on them, I'd guess at least seven years," his dad replied, still in the same jovial tone. Behind him, Thorn and Astrid sniggered.

"_What_?! But... but... dad! There is no way I'm going to put those out in our house. No way. Ever. Take us to the party supply store. Now."

"You know, I'm sure they'd be fine if you-"

"_Now_!" Stoick sighed.

"Fine. One trip to the store coming up. Happy?" Thorn and Astrid were still holding in their laughter.

"Yeah. Way happier."

The trip to the store was uneventful. Hiccup pointed at items and the girls bundled them into a large trolley. Mostly, he went for coloured paper plates and plain napkins. After all, most respectable almost sixteen-year-olds don't have football napkins and juvenile table coverings. When they went to pay, the assistant gave Hiccup a funny look, but quickly turned his attention to the task at hand. Hiccup was used to the weird stares he got now. It was almost like people's eyes were attracted to injury. Almost like they had some morbid fascination with it. Either that, or it was just the fact that he was different that made people stare.

When the total of all the goods came up on the register, the face of the assistant at the sight of Hiccup was nothing compared to the face of his father at the sight of the price. Nonetheless, he obediently pulled out his credit card and paid. The trio were struggling to hold in their laughter until they got to the car, at which point they could suppress it no longer and just collapsed in hysterics, Hiccup literally so. Astrid and Thorn heaved him to his feet, and he got back into the car.

They still couldn't stop laughing for the rest of the journey to Hiccup's house. Even when they started unloading the car, then finished, then made a start on organising the decorations, they were still occasionally sniggering.

"Right, so what are we going to do first?" Thorn asked.

"Well, you guys can come round tomorrow night and help do all the food and stuff; there's no point doing that now. So, what's left?"

"We could put up the gazebo in the backyard," Astrid suggested. Hiccup nodded, and the three of them went out to the garden. Thorn pulled open the box which contained the gazebo that Hiccup's father had kindly left out on the grass. She lifted one end, and poles and plastic sheeting slid out of the other. Astrid bent down and rifled through the materials until she produced a slightly crumpled instruction booklet and handed it to Hiccup.

"You direct, we'll build," she told him. He opened the booklet and began to direct the others, but it wasn't particularly successful. After half an hour of fruitlessly trying to erect the gazebo under his command, Astrid and Thorn relegated him to the sun lounger and proceeded to do the job by themselves in about fifteen minutes.

By the time the gazebo was up, the sky was beginning to darken.

"Thanks for doing that, guys. I don't know what I would have done without you."

"Probably just stand there stupidly staring at the instructions for an hour, or telling your father how to to it wrong," Astrid said with a chuckle.

"Thanks for that, Astrid. I was actually thinking, did I really need your help at all?" This comment earned him a slap on the face and a punch on the arm simultaneously.

"Mr Ungrateful!" Thorn, the deliverer of the slap, said. Hiccup rubbed his cheek, then his arm.

"How did I ever end up with you guys as friends? You're so violent."

"Only when we're insulted," Astrid replied, grinning. Her grin was contagious, and soon they were all smiling.

"Well, I never punch people when they insult me. It hurts. And I've been on the receiving end enough times to know that people don't like being a punch bag." Hiccup was trying to be serious, but he didn't quite pull it off on account of the smile that was still on his face. Thorn's phone rang, and she quickly dug it out of her pocket and answered it. Hiccup and Astrid listened confusedly to half of the conversation, until Thorn hung up and clarified things for them.

"That was my mum," she said. "I, um, I sort of forgot to tell her that I was coming over here, and now she's a bit mad at me. I should probably go before she gets even madder. Sorry guys."

Astrid pulled out her own phone as the trio walked back through the house and to the front door. Hiccup opened the door, and watched and waved as Thorn walked quickly away. Astrid waved distractedly- she was currently on the phone to her mother because she'd also forgotten to tell her where she was.

"See you tomorrow!" Hiccup yelled at Thorn's departing back. She turned and waved one last time as Hiccup closed the door. He turned just as Astrid was hanging up the phone.

"I just told my mum where I am. I forgot too," she said as an explanation."Can I stay for a bit longer, even if Thorn's not here?" she asked.

"Course you can. There are still a few things that need to be done." The two of them went back through into the kitchen, and Astrid started rifling through the remaining bags.

"Um, what else exactly is there to do?" she asked.

"Well, we could just mess around or something. There's some streamers around somewhere- if you want we can attack the gazebo with them." He grinned, and went off to find the streamers. Astrid spotted a stereo in the corner of the kitchen, and went over to it, trying to fathom how to work it.

"Dad, where are the rest of the decorations?" Hiccup yelled, not sure where his father was.

"Up here. On my bed," a voice floated down from upstairs.

"Of course they are," Hiccup muttered under his breath, starting to climb the stairs. He made it to the top, and turned to his father's bedroom. Pushing open the door, he immediately spotted the big box of decorations on the bed.

"How am I meant to pick those up?" he said to himself. Thinking for a moment, then deciding it was a good thing that Thorn wasn't around any more to scold him, he went over to the box and balanced his crutches on top. Bending down carefully, he grasped the box underneath as securely as he could, then tried to lift it.

"God, this is heavy," he grunted as he managed to lift the box off its perch on the bed. Acutely aware that every moment of added weight on his prosthetic would result in an even more painful ache afterwards, he quickly limped towards the door. With each uneven step, the crutches wobbled uncertainly on top of the box. Trying to make his gait more even, he came to the door, only to realise that he'd pushed it pretty much closed when he'd entered.

"Well. This could be a problem," he said to the door, thinking hard about how he could overcome it. He didn't want to put down the box, because it would be nigh on impossible to pick it back up again. He couldn't use one hand, because the box was too heavy for him to hold in one hand. He couldn't use his foot to open the door, because that would mean putting his full weight (and that of the box) on his prosthetic, and...

"Gotcha," Hiccup whispered as his brain finally grasped the solution. He lifted up his prosthetic and tried to hook the narrow curved end around the edge of the door. He hadn't realised how heavy it was, but he persevered and finally managed to hook the metal around the door and gently pull it open. The door began to swing open slightly, and with a little extra help from his leg, it was soon fully open. Hiccup dropped his leg back to the floor, the crafted length of wood and metal landing on the heavily carpeted floor with a soft _thunk_. He made his way out onto the landing, trying to keep himself and the box from overbalancing. As he was nearing the stairs, he finally tilted the box too far, sending the crutches sliding off the box and onto the floor. Hiccup froze, hoping that nobody had heard the noise. He was intent on doing it all himself.

The stairs were a daunting prospect, but Hiccup attacked this challenge with gusto. He fearlessly started down the stairs, trying to descend as fast as possible. Unfortunately, his haste was also his downfall.

Three steps away from level ground, Hiccup lost his grip on the carpeted stairs and slid down with a crash. The box was overturned in the process, spilling out old decorations everywhere. As the crashing sounds subsided, he noticed a quiet melody floating into the hallway. The melody was swiftly followed by Astrid, who had run out to the hall when she'd heard the crash. It didn't take any huge leap of logic to work out that it was probably Hiccup creating the commotion.

She rounded the corner and saw Hiccup lying on his back amongst a selection of decorations.

"What were you doing? Why didn't you come and get me first?"

"I was trying to bring the box downstairs," he said breathlessly.

"You still haven't answered my other question. And how did you even manage to hold the box?"

"I thought... no, I wanted to do it myself. To prove I could."

"Why do you need to prove that?" Astrid asked.

"Because... because I'm a _failure_. A hiccup. I've failed at everything I've ever done." Tears were quickly forming at the corner of Hiccup's eyes. Astrid could see he needed to let out some of his thoughts, so she just stayed silent and waited for him to continue.

"It's all been so... unexpected, I guess I mean, who usually ever imagines that _this_ will happen to them? They'll end up useless, or even more useless, unable to even walk ten steps in a straight line or open a door or carry a box? I can't even do the simple things anymore. I'm not even independent anymore. I have to rely on people for the simplest tasks. I want to show people that I _can_ do things, even if I can't really. I never wanted any of this. I just want to be _normal_. Or, at least, for things to go back to how they were. Before... everything," he gestured expansively. Tears were now silently falling from his cheeks.

"You didn't fail at saving that kid," Astrid said quietly.

Hiccup turned his head to her. "What?"

"I said, you didn't fail at saving that kid," she said, more confidently this time. "That kid, in the fire. You saved his life. That's not a failure. And you worked out who did it. That's not a failure."

"Yeah, it is. I failed at saving his life because when it really mattered, I wasn't there. I ended up crashing the kart that should have driven us to safety properly. I fell over the debris and hurt my leg, which meant that we had to use the kart in the first place. I failed because I wasn't there the whole time."

"But that's not the point!" Astrid said explosively. "You weren't there because you couldn't be there. It wasn't your fault that there was so much smoke you couldn't see and you fell over," she said, trying to remember the few facts Hiccup had told her about the fire. "It wasn't your fault that the kart crashed- you didn't bring the debris down in front of you. I'm not just going to stand here and let you take yourself down where you should be putting yourself up."

Hiccup forced a smile. "Well, I've definitely taken myself down, but I could use a hand getting back up," he said, stretching an arm skywards. Quickly figuring that Hiccup was no longer talking about his supposed failures and was making a terrible attempt at a joke, she grabbed his arm and pulled him to his feet.

"Where are your crutches?" she asked.

"At the top of the stairs," Hiccup said, turning to climb the stairs and retrieve them. He was halted by a strong hand on his shoulder, forcing him to sit down on the bottom step almost as soon as he had regained his feet.

"Nope. You're not going anywhere. Sit right there," Astrid commanded, and went upstairs to grab his crutches. She came back down and handed them to Hiccup, then began to pick up the various party decorations that were now scattered about the floor. She bundled them all in the box before lifting it and carrying it through to the kitchen. Hiccup followed, suitably chastened.

"Next time, ask someone for help. Please?"

"But-"

"No buts. Just do it, will you?"

"Then how am I meant to prove to people that I'm not a failure?" Hiccup asked.

Astrid turned to him. "You can prove it just by staying strong and being yourself. Everybody can see that you're strong and not a failure. But right now? To prove to me that you're not a failure? Don't ever doubt yourself. Don't ever doubt your strengths and achievements. You can start by drying your eyes," she said gently, moving over to him and wiping the tears softly from his cheeks. When his face was dry, she moved silently back to the box of decorations. The awkward silence stretched on for more time.

Hiccup realised that it was the first time he'd broken down, doubted himself, without Thorn there to help or comfort him. It was the first time he'd broken down in front of Astrid. And she'd had to cope with it and comfort him instead. It had felt... weird. Not having someone you're hugely familiar with comforting you and wiping your tears away. Caring and being kind to you, even though you're of no real value or importance to them. Even if they don't know your story, if they don't know much about your life. It's the random care and kindness of those we don't know well that really makes the difference.

"Um," Hiccup said, finally breaking the silence, "thanks. For doing a good job."

"Good job? When?"

"Just now. I mean, you don't know me really well, you weren't even there before the summer, but you still tried to comfort me. You still did comfort me. And I'm grateful for it. If you hadn't, I could have been there for hours torturing myself with my own thoughts. You pulled me out of the black hole of misery I sink into sometimes."

"You're welcome." Astrid smiled. "Do you want to finish off these decorations?" she asked, pulling out some tape and streamers. Hiccup nodded, glad of the distraction, and together they went outside to start attacking the gazebo with the coloured strips of paper.

After an hour, it was pitch black outside, and the duo were still working. Astrid stepped back from securing the final streamer and said, "I would comment on how good it looks, but I can't see it, so..."

"Hang on. I'll get a torch," Hiccup said hurriedly, going quickly inside to retrieve a torch. The music Astrid had turned on as a surprise for Hiccup while he went to get the decorations was still playing, a melancholy tune breaking the quiet nature sounds of the night.

Hiccup returned, a torch clutched awkwardly in his left hand. He flicked the switch, and brilliant white light illuminated the gazebo, revealing their handiwork. The gazebo, which was once white, was now a multitude of colours, rainbows wending their way around the support poles and dangling like stalactites from the roof of the gazebo.

"Well, that looks..."

"Different?" Hiccup suggested, a grin playing at the corners of his mouth.

"Definitely," Astrid replied with a smile. She glanced at her watch.

"Um, I really should be going now. It's getting really late, and my mum hates it when I walk home in the dark."

"Do you want my dad to drop you home? I'm sure he wouldn't mind."

"Really? That would be perfect. Thank you." Hiccup, followed by Astrid, went back inside the house to ask his dad for a lift. He agreed immediately, and went out to the hall to start putting on his shoes. Hiccup gave Astrid a glance which said this is getting weirder and weirder as they followed him out of the front door. Hiccup rode shotgun, while Astrid sat in the back seat. Stoick flicked on the headlights and, with guidance from Astrid, drove steadily to her house.

He pulled up outside and Astrid climbed out, yelling her thanks over her shoulder as she made her way quickly towards the front door of her house. Hiccup and his father watched her mother open the door and usher her inside. Their last glimpse of Astrid was of her fingers as she waggled them briefly before disappearing into the house.

Wordlessly, they drove back to their house. The silence was eerie. As they got out of the car, Hiccup checked his battered old watch and broke the silence with, "It's late. I'm going to bed." His father didn't even bother to reply; he just nodded and, silently, Hiccup made his way up to his bedroom and climbed tiredly into bed. His head resting gently on the pillow and his eyes slowly drifting closed, his innermost thoughts did not torture him for long.

The next morning he was greeted by Astrid and Thorn at the gates.

"Happy birthday!" they chorused.

"Thanks, guys," Hiccup replied with a smile. Astrid could see that his sadness the previous night had only been a short episode, and he wasn't dwelling on it too much.

He had too much else to dwell on.

Together, they walked to their form room and sat in their usual seats at the front of the class. Snotlout and his cronies were already present.

"Hiccup! We're all looking forward to your party tonight. Is it okay that I invited a couple of people?" Snotlout yelled across the classroom. He was incapable of going over to someone to talk to them; either that, or he didn't want to be associated with the least popular kid in the year, even though he had invited himself to their party.

"Yeah... fine. I'll see you tonight," Hiccup said back, a tone that was only understandable to Astrid and Thorn in his voice. Snotlout turned away, and Hiccup turned to Astrid and Thorn.

"I've just realised how awkward it's going to be tonight. I mean, how do you hang around someone knowing that they've done something terrible? I might have to just cower in my room or something..."

"No way. You're not going to be a coward or anything tonight. Remember what I said last night? Don't doubt yourself. You can handle that guy."

Thorn looked confused for a moment. "Wait. What happened last night?" she asked.

"Hiccup sort of... had a moment of self-doubt. But it's okay now," Astrid added quickly.

"Yeah. I'm fine now. Really," Hiccup said. He glanced over at Astrid. "And thanks Astrid. I guess I've already broken my promise to you."

"Your promise isn't broken until you actually doubt yourself. Like, you'd be breaking your promise if you actually did go and hide upstairs in your room."

"Besides, we can't handle everyone at once. And you're the reason they're there," Thorn added helpfully.

Hiccup sighed. "Am I ever going be right?"

"You were right just then. Right to trust us," Thorn said gently. Hiccup smiled slightly, the teacher walked in, and the conversation was over.

After registration, the trio went their separate ways- Thorn and Hiccup to English, Astrid to maths. They spent the rest of the day sitting through lessons, sometimes together, sometimes not. All through the day, people were wishing Hiccup a happy birthday and his party had suddenly become quite a big thing. Loads of people in his year were talking about it.

"I hope they realise that it's not going to be as great a party as they're imagining," Hiccup said to Astrid and Thorn as they walked to his car together. The three of them climbed in eagerly, wanting to get to his house and get everything ready before the first guest arrived. Astrid and Thorn were sleeping over that night; Hiccup had figured that going home at a ridiculous hour after cleaning up was stupid, so he had basically ordered them to stay. Not that either of them would refuse, of course.

Thorn pulled a list out of her pocket. "Right, here's what we've got to do. Sort out the food, sort out the drinks, clean up the place a bit and lock the doors to everywhere you don't want people to go, get your dad out of the house-"

"Hey!" Hiccup's father interrupted.

"Dad. I don't want you to be there. Can you just leave for a few hours? Please?"

"Well, I guess I could go to the movies or something..." he trailed off, and the trio grinned.

Thorn continued with her list. "Check lights, check music, and all that before the first guest arrives."

"That doesn't sound too bad," said Astrid.

"Yeah, but if you're like my son, you'll barely get it done in time because you'll always find something to distract you," Stoick commented, drawing a groan and a chuckle from his son as they pulled into the driveway.

Hiccup, Astrid and Thorn all jumped out and practically ran to the door. Hiccup pulled out his key and unlocked the door, then Thorn and Astrid burst in and got straight to work. Hiccup remained standing on the doorstep for a moment.

"You've got some dedicated friends, I'll give you that," his father said to him, passing by him on his way inside. Hiccup quickly followed, and joined Astrid and Thorn in the kitchen, where they were already starting to open boxes of food. They set up the food and drinks in record time, then Hiccup went around the house locking all the rooms that he didn't want to be used during the party. Astrid vacuumed, dancing along to the music they'd turned on while they worked.

Just as she turned the vacuum cleaner off, the doorbell rang.

"Hiccup! Quick, get by the door. I'll hide this, and then you can open the door," Astrid hissed. Hiccup stood ready by the door as Astrid quickly wheeled the vacuum cleaner into the kitchen, stowing at away in its rightful place.

"Okay. Ready," she said, and Hiccup turned the handle and pulled open the door.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Sorry it's been a bit longer than usual, but this is a pretty lengthy chapter to make up for it. I hope you enjoyed it, and please tell me what you think! **


	15. 1-15: Revelations

**Warning- ****_slightly _****OOC Hiccup here. But only ****_slightly. _**

* * *

><p><span>Revelations<span>

Hiccup pulled open the door to reveal a large group of people. Snotlout was at its head.

"Hey. You said you didn't mind if I invited a couple extra people," he said in greeting.

"Yeah, but when you said a few, I thought... never mind." He sighed and stepped back, allowing the rowdy group passage in to his house.

"Food and drinks are in the garden," Hiccup yelled at the departing backs of the guests. They thundered down the hallway, barrelling through the kitchen and bursting out into the garden.

"How am I going to control that lot?" Hiccup said aside to Astrid. She shrugged.

"_You_ can't. But together, we'll probably be able to handle most of them."

"But that's not even all the guests yet! A load more people are about to arrive, and it's going to get a bit crazy in here."

"A _bit_ crazy?" Thorn interjected. "Don't you mean totally out of control?"

"Uh, yeah, I guess that's how it's going to end up," Hiccup replied, lines of worry starting to appear on his face. He quickly tried to erase them and force a faint smile onto his face. "But that's what house parties are meant to be like, right?"

"Right. Yeah," replied Astrid and Thorn, looking completely unconvinced. A worried glance passed between the three of them, the silence in the hallway growing until there was a crashing noise in the back yard, and the doorbell rang simultaneously.

Hiccup pointed to the kitchen. "You guys fix whatever's going on in there; I'll get the door." He moved to the door as Astrid and Thorn dashed through the kitchen to see what the commotion was about.

The door swung open to reveal some more members of his class, including Fishlegs and the twins.

"Evening," Fishlegs said to Hiccup, handing over an immaculately wrapped gift. He passed through into the hallway (albeit in a much more restrained manner than Snotlout and his friends), followed by about ten others, all handing him gifts and wishing him a happy birthday as they passed him by. Eventually he ended up receiving a gift, then turning around and immediately placing it on the staircase behind him; the number of presents was too great to carry all at once. They all paraded through to the kitchen, where some music had just been turned up, and was pounding out through the house. Hiccup sighed. "This is going to be just great," he said, turning to try and quell the inevitable ruckus that he suspected had already arisen in the back yard.

Before he could even make it to the kitchen door, the doorbell rang again. Hiccup was going back and forth like a yo-yo. He pulled open the door, already feeling weary, only to be surprised by the identity of the boy standing on the other side.

"Happy Birthday!" Toothless yelled, thrusting a large present at Hiccup. The paper was childish, and the wrapping that of an inexperienced youth, but Hiccup knew that it was heartfelt, a proper gift, and so he accepted it gladly.

"Thanks, Toothless. Come on in. How did you know I was having a party?"

"Oh, I heard thomebody talking about it at thchool, and I thought, well, there'th no better time to deliver your prethent, so…" He paused for a moment, then added quickly, "I hope you don't mind me coming."

"Of course I don't. I've already let in a whole bunch of perfect strangers; why should I deny a friend entrance to my party?" He opened the door a little wider, his weariness forgotten, and Toothless rushed in enthusiastically. Hiccup quickly held out his hand, and Toothless ran into it before stopping and looking quizzically at its owner.

"Be careful. Everyone else is years older than you, and a lot fitter. Don't annoy them, or you'll find yourself in a lot of trouble." Toothless nodded, and Hiccup dropped his hand. Toothless shot away like a horse breaking from the gates at the beginning of a race.

This time, Hiccup actually made it through to the kitchen without being interrupted by the door again. He walked in to find food and plates scattered haphazardly across every surface; already, the vague semblance of neatness that they had tried to set everything out in had been eliminated. Thorn walked up to him, and spoke loudly over the pounding bass line of the music.

"Don't look so depressed. This is your party, remember? You're meant to be having a good time."

"Yeah, I know, but I can't be happy when I know… you know." Thorn had hoped that the party, and all the preparations, would help Hiccup forget about everything else, but it had only served to exacerbate the problem. She hit him on the head gently, being careful to avoid the still- tender spot where he had whacked his head a few days ago.

"Come on. Lighten up! Just forget it all! Let's dance and just forget about everything." She dragged Hiccup through to the garden, where people were dancing already, jumping and singing along loudly to the song.

"What will the neighbours think?" Hiccup said under his breath, before being pulled by Thorn into the scrum. As they joined the dancers, the music changed suddenly, going to a slow, lilting love song. There were a few scattered groans from the more enthusiastic dancers, but a few got into couples and began dancing slowly around. Most of them didn't know how to slow dance properly, but there were some commendable attempts.

Thorn grabbed Hiccup's hand. "Come on. Let's dance." She allowed herself a small smile as she intertwined her hands with his. She had asked Astrid to change the song as soon as they were outside, bribing her with the promise of a dance with the birthday boy himself.

"Get rid of those," she said, gesturing to Hiccup's crutches, and he did so, throwing them away unceremoniously with a slight cheer. Looking up at her, his face looked happier, but there was a hint of embarrassment.

"I'm going to warn you now; my sense of rhythm has never been very good. Neither has my dancing. And the stuff that's happened lately hasn't exactly served to improve things," Hiccup said.

"I don't care. All that I care about is that I'm here with you. Besides, I can't dance either," Thorn replied with a cheeky smile. Hiccup grinned back, and the pair moved with some kind of natural, unspoken rhythm around the back yard.

Astrid was leaning on the worktop by the stereo, contented at the sight of her two friends dancing together.

"Would you care to danthe, m'lady?" a small voice by her right hand asked, and she glanced down to see Toothless standing meekly by her side. She smiled gently.

"I would love to dance," she replied, taking his proffered hand and walking with him through to the back yard. After all, how could she refuse such a polite request?

When they had ventured a few metres from the back door, Toothless gently grasped Astrid's hands and they too began to slowly sway across the floor.

"You know, you're pretty good at dancing," Astrid said.

"Yeah, I, um, I had thome practithe. I... uh, yeah," Toothless trailed off uncertainly. He blushed a deep shade of red and averted his eyes. Astrid regarded him curiously for a moment, before resuming her kind smile and graceful movements. She was a pretty natural dancer, too.

Nearby, Snotlout stuck his head out of the kitchen door and shouted, "Hey, there's someone at the door!"

Another voice called out almost straight away. "I'll get it!" It was Hiccup. He broke away from Thorn and started to limp back inside to answer it.

He made his way through the kitchen, where the music had been turned up to an almost unbearable volume, and into the hallway. Moving quickly towards the door, he noted that there was no shadow on the door, but quickly dismissed it because the darkening sky outside would make any shadow cast indistinguishable from the blackness around it. He yanked down the handle, slightly irritated that his dance with Thorn had been interrupted, and pulled open the door.

He came face to face with an empty porch. "Huh?" Hiccup stood there for a moment before leaning out the door and looking left and right for any pranksters. Seeing nobody, he leaned back in, frowning to himself as he tried to comprehend why Snotlout would have told him there was somebody at the door when there wasn't.

The yell that followed next ensured that the answer smacked him in the face at a hundred miles an hour. Hiccup broke into his best approximation of a shambling run, moving as fast as he could along the hall. Papers flew and various things were knocked over by his passing, but they could be put back in place later; right now, it was more important that he find the source of the yell.

He sped through the kitchen and burst into the back yard, where Toothless was staggering backwards thanks to a vicious punch from Snotlout. Hiccup waded in.

"Stop! What do you think you're doing?" he demanded, looking furiously at Snotlout. He glanced back for a moment, and saw that Astrid and Thorn were taking care of Toothless. Snotlout turned away from him, apparently either ignoring his words or not hearing them. Hiccup stepped forwards carefully (the short dash he made earlier had made his leg start to throb threateningly) and pulled round Snotlout's shoulder. He spun suddenly, landing a solid slap on Hiccup's left cheek. Hiccup recoiled, his hands automatically darting up to his face. He stepped back a few paces, only to be followed in his retreat by a fuming Snotlout.

"I was just giving him what he deserved," Snotlout said in a voice that sounded much calmer than he looked.

Hiccup rubbed his cheek. "Why exactly did he deserve to be punched? He's just a kid!"

"Because he wouldn't let me dance with Astrid when I asked," he replied, glaring at Toothless, who was now holding a flannel to his face, courtesy of a quick trip to the bathroom by Thorn.

Astrid stepped forward too. "Well, it wasn't really asking-"

"Who asked you?" Snotlout snapped forcefully.

"_I'm_ going to ask. Astrid, did what Snotlout describe really happen?" He was becoming increasingly aware of the large group of people beginning to gather around him, all interested in the confrontation. Someone had even turned off the music; this filled the back yard with an eerie silence, broken only by the angry words of the teens.

"Sort of. He came up to Toothless and demanded that he let him dance with me. When Toothless refused, Snotlout shoved him and hit him." Snotlout started towards Hiccup and Astrid. He grabbed Astrid by the shoulders and shook her violently; to her credit, she remained silent.

"That's not true! Don't lie to him! Take it all back!" Snotlout was getting really worked up.

"_No_," Astrid said forcefully, and Snotlout released his grip to wind his fist backwards for another punch. Astrid just stood, angling her face so that her cheekbone would deflect most of the blow, waiting for the sudden force to impact upon her face, but the crushing blow never came.

Instead, a forceful sideways shove sent her tumbling ungracefully into the flowerbed. As she fell, she caught a glimpse of Snotlout's massive fist contacting Hiccup's nose, sending up a spray of blood, and pulling a grunt from the lips of Hiccup. As she stood, he swayed unsteadily, and she rushed over quickly to help keep him on his feet.

Hiccup gingerly fingered his nose, then, deciding it wasn't such a good idea, pulled his hand away from his face and turned his attentions away from himself and towards Snotlout. His anger had already been close to boiling point with Snotlout; these events had pushed him over the top.

He marched over to Snotlout, putting a bony finger underneath his eyes. Snotlout crossed his eyes trying to focus on it, looking ridiculous and garnering a few laughs from the surrounding crowd.

"I'm sick of all this. I don't know why I even invited you here in the first place. Leave. Now."

"Maybe you let me in because you wanted to look like you were popular," Snotlout replied mockingly, and Hiccup completely lost it.

"_I KNOW_!" he cried. "I _know_ what you did!"

Snotlout turned. "Of course you know. Astrid just filled you in. Now, if you don't mind, we're leaving." He gestured to the rest of his group and began to walk towards the house.

"That's not what I meant, and you know it," replied Hiccup, a piercing venom in his voice. "You all know it," he added, gesturing expansively at the rest of his gang.

"What do they know?" a voice called out. It sounded like it could have been one of the twins, but Hiccup wasn't sure.

"They know the truth, as do I, and soon, you will too."

Snotlout was beginning to look confused, although this was an expression he wore so often it was hard to tell if he was faking it or not. "The truth about what?" he asked.

"Well, it's staring you right in the face," Hiccup replied in exasperation, resisting the almost overwhelming urge to deck Snotlout where he stood. If only he was powerful enough. "Take a look," he said, taking a step back. "Take a nice, long look, and see if you can work out what I'm talking about." Snotlout's face didn't lose its confused frown.

"Still don't realise? Well, what if I tell you that it's about the day you almost killed two people?" Hiccup said dramatically, drawing a few shocked looks and gasps from the onlookers. One or two even took a few steps away from him.

Hiccup noticed this, and he was in his element now. "Oh, don't worry, he can't hurt you now. He needs his lighter to be able to do that." Snotlout's expression finally cleared, only to be replaced almost immediately with one of stormy hate.

"How do you know that?" he asked viciously.

"How do I know what? How you intentionally set fire to the school? Did you know what would happen? Did you know that Toothless was trapped and about to die by your hand? Did you even consider what might become of your actions?" Hiccup was fully aware that Snotlout and most of the others had worked out what he was talking about by this point; he just wanted to spell out the charges laid against him, crystal clear.

Snotlout's eyes took on a look that was almost pleading. "I didn't... I didn't know that you'd... that it would all turn out this way. Really. I just wanted to have a bit of fun?"

"Fun? Fun? Is that what you call fun? Setting fire to the school, endangering the lives of hundreds, irreversibly changing one's, closing the school and costing it thousands in repair work? Yeah. Sounds like a whole heap of fun to me." Hiccup was spreading on the sarcasm as thickly as he could.

"Oh man, this is all so messed up."

"Too right it is."

"I'm sorry, Hiccup. I'm sorry about your neck, and your arms, and your leg... I'm sorry about everything." He slowly sunk to his knees, assuming a position of pleading that was way outside Snotlout's usual character.

"Sorry isn't going to change anything now," Hiccup said with finality. As he moved past Snotlout, he delivered a vicious kick with his prosthetic to the side of his head, knocking him sideways to the ground. Snotlout was barely fazed, and was back on his feet in a flash. He seemingly ignored the trickles of blood that had begun to roll down his head- the nails embedded in the bottom of Hiccup's prosthetic had torn the skin and ripped the hair, leaving an ugly, jagged red line.

Hiccup was still walking away, and so he didn't see Snotlout sneaking up behind him, then quickly bending down and grabbing his prosthetic. Hiccup face planted heavily in the grass, putting up a pair of weak hands to try and break his fall.

"I apologise to you, and this is how you thank me for it?" Snotlout half yelled, stabbing a finger at the cut on his head.

"You took me too far, Snotlout. You did what not many have managed to do before; you pushed me over the edge." His voice was eerily calm for one with such a violent internal conflict raging. A small part of his anger began to break through as he started to jerk his leg about, trying to free it from Snotlout's grasp. Snotlout just gripped it more tightly, and eventually he managed to yank it clean off.

Hiccup sat there on the grass, immobilised and unable to defend himself. As Snotlout brandished the prosthetic, the heavy lump of crafted wood and metal, threateningly, he tried to frantically shuffle out of his reach.

"Oh, you're not getting away from this. You didn't accept my apology, and now you're going to pay." He advanced slowly on the scrambling Hiccup, smiling a sadistic grin that only psychopaths usually seem to possess.

Eventually, Hiccup backed himself up against a wall. Seeing that he had nowhere else to turn, he began to use the wall to try and heave himself to his feet, but he was quickly stopped by a stunning blow to the side of his head not unlike the one he had delivered upon Snotlout; only this time, with Hiccup being weaker, he was felled like a tree, dazedly sitting by the wall unable to do anything. He saw through blurry eyes a large shape looming over him, then another black shape, this one long and thin, raising itself up towards the sky. It began to fall, slowly.

Its path was only halted by the forceful hand on the wielder's wrist, and the furious words, "Take your hands off my son."

Snotlout turned to see the puce face of Stoick staring him down. He glanced down at Snotlout's hand. "Take your hands off my son," he repeated, and Snotlout realised what he was referring to. He released his grip, and the prosthetic fell to the ground with a soft thud. Snotlout considered the way Stoick thought of the prosthetic as a part of his son, rather than an accessory, something that was not really him, but his musing was quickly interrupted by another sharp word from Stoick.

"Now that I've stopped you from attacking my boy, can I ask you why you were set on maiming him?" Stoick glanced at Hiccup, who was just beginning to regain his senses.

"Not here," Snotlout replied in a low voice. "In private?" he asked, and Stoick nodded his acquiescence.

"Very well. Follow me," he said, turning and leading the way back to the house. Snotlout began to follow, but as he walked he snapped his foot out and stomped on Hiccup's outstretched hand, breaking one of the fingers. There was a crack, and a slight grunt from Hiccup.

"Sorry, sir. Stood on a twig," Snotlout said quickly, to try and explain away the sudden noise before Stoick thought to turn around and see that the twig was, in fact, his son's index finger. The pair of them moved into the house, and as soon as Hiccup's father was out of sight, Astrid and Thorn rushed over to him.

Astrid looked at his finger. It was bent at a strange angle, and there were already signs of bruising and swelling. "We should splint that. Like, now. Come on," she said, reaching across to grab his prosthetic. She pulled it on, with help from Thorn, and together they hoisted Hiccup to his feet. He swayed unsteadily.

"Why did my father turn up?" he asked, still a little woozy from the blow he'd taken earlier.

"Oh, uh, that was me. When I saw things were getting a little out of hand I phoned him and told him to come straight away. I think he arrived in the nick of time," Thorn said.

"No need to be shy. Thank you. You quite probably just saved me from a lot more pain," Hiccup replied. Astrid and Thorn carried him into the kitchen, with little resistance from Hiccup.

"Thorn, you go and find Snotlout. Hiccup's going to want to be there as well." Thorn obediently left the kitchen in search of Stoick and Snotlout, while Astrid started opening cupboards, looking for the medical kit. After a few moments of searching, she found it, and carried it over to the table where Hiccup had been unceremoniously dumped a few minutes previously.

"This is probably going to hurt," she told him, and he just shrugged.

"I'm sure I've had worse," he replied, forcing a faint smile.

"Okay," she said, and she quickly grabbed his misshapen digit and cracked it back into line. Ignoring the spasm of pain that ran down Hiccup's arm, she grabbed a splint and some cotton wool, and wound some tape firmly around two fingers to keep the broken digit straight.

"There. Better than you thought?"

"Worse," Hiccup replied with a grimace. Thorn returned from her trip to find Hiccup's father.

"He's in the study. You coming?" she asked, looking at Hiccup.

"Yeah," he replied, holding out a shaky hand towards each of them. They grabbed his shoulders and helped him to his feet, then helped him walk along the hallway to the study door.

"You should probably get your nose seen to, you know," Thorn commented.

"Oh, yeah, I'd almost forgotten about that," Hiccup replied. "How does it look?"

"Um, not that I've had much experience, but maybe broken?" Thorn replied uncertainly, before turning the handle and pushing the door to the study open.

Astrid and Thorn helped Hiccup into the study and then into a chair. Stoick watched them intently as they did so, noting the blood on his face and the splint on his finger. They retreated, shutting the door quietly behind them.

"I must admit, I _was_ quite surprised when Thorn called me. I didn't expect you of all people to be getting into fights." The full force of Stoick's piercing gaze was directed straight at Hiccup.

Hiccup lowered his head in shame. He said nothing.

"Do either of you have anything to say?" he asked. There was a long moment of silence, before someone at last decided to break it.

"He started the fire." At those four words, Stoick looked momentarily confused, but quickly got to the full meaning of them. His anger almost visibly boiled up through him.

"It was _you? You_ were the one that almost killed my son?" Now it was Snotlout's turn to hang his head in shame. Hiccup's father reached for the phone on his desk.

"_No_!" Hiccup said forcefully. He shook his head. "This has gone too far already." Stoick's hand stopped a few centimetres from the handset, his eyebrows raised in silent questioning.

"I mean, do you have to call the police?" he said.

"Actually, I was going to call the school," Stoick replied. "I think they'd be _very_ interested to hear your accounts."

"Not now. Do it in the morning. We'll make up some excuse and Snotlout can stay here tonight."

Stoick considered this proposition for a moment. At last, he sighed. "Very well. But where's he going to sleep?"

"He can have my bed," Hiccup replied immediately, and Snotlout glanced at him in surprise. Hiccup surprised himself, too. He was unsure why he felt like he had to offer compassion to this boy who had only given him pain and suffering.

"No." Stoick's tone was final.

"Oh, but I don't really feel up to stairs right now," Hiccup said, and this convinced his father. He stood, and left the room silently. After a few moments he reappeared, glaring at the two teens still sitting, dumbfounded, in the study.

"Are you coming?" he asked, his patience being tested to its limits. Snotlout shrugged, and rose. He followed Stoick out the door, closely followed by Hiccup, who had to quickly pull himself to his feet and hop after them. Stoick led Snotlout upstairs and pointed at Hiccup's bedroom.

"Don't touch anything you don't need to," he said warningly, then turned and headed to his bedroom to pick up some extra blankets and pillows before making his way back downstairs to where Hiccup was waiting.

Hiccup unlocked the door to the lounge, and his father pushed open the door and threw the blankets onto the couch.

"Set those up; I'm going to send everyone home," he said gruffly. He was still mad at Hiccup, and didn't want to forgive him, even if he was his son. He turned and left, then went out to the back yard.

"Party's over, everyone. Go home." A few people groaned, but the rest began to file into the house in silence. A few loitered in the hallway calling their parents to ask for a lift, others just opened the door and began to walk. Hiccup could hear the faint murmur of kids' voices in the hallway as he laid out the blankets on the couch.

Managing to do this with just one leg was difficult, to say the least. Hiccup knew he wasn't able to handle long periods of moving around unaided, and the fight and confrontation with Snotlout certainly hadn't helped. He could hardly put any weight on it at all- right back to where he had been when he first learned of his new leg. He sighed, and slumped onto the couch, exhausted.

When his father came back in to check on him, he found Hiccup sprawled across the couch, dead to the world. Stoick gently pulled off the prosthetic, noting the slight sigh of relief that emanated from him as he did so. He grabbed an extra blanket and laid it reverentially over his son's sleeping form. Moving silently, gracefully, to the door, he opened and shut it at quietly as he could. The door closed with a soft click, and Stoick released the door handle and turned to come face to face with Astrid and Thorn.

Thorn shot him a quizzical look, eyebrow raised. "He's sleeping. Completely out of it," Stoick said. They nodded simultaneously, then turned as one and Astrid followed Thorn up the stairs, where they went their respective directions and to each spare room.

Stoick watched them go, noting their synchronicity, then turned to the study. He walked through and picked up the handset, dialling Snotlout's number.

"Hello?... yes, I'm looking for Mrs Jorgenson... great. Snotlout has asked if he can stay over tonight, and I've said okay as long as he checked with you first, but before he could phone he fell straight to sleep. Is it okay?... okay, excellent... yes, I'll drop him off at school with Hiccup and the girls, okay?... yes, okay. Goodbye." He put down the phone and huffed to himself. Had Snotlout's mother refused, it would have made for some awkward conversation. He nodded to himself, then left the study and saw out the last few teens.

When the final child had left, Stoick closed the door after a final friendly wave and stumped upstairs. It was getting later, and he was too tired from the day's events to bother cleaning up the mess. It could wait until tomorrow. He pulled off his clothes, then slumped down onto the pillow and fell instantly into a deep sleep.

Hiccup opened his tired eyes to reveal an unfamiliar sight. He took in the TV and the colourful striped blankets before remembering the events of the party. He glanced at his watch and noted the time- 8:23. Thinking a little harder, he tried to work out what day it was. After a few moments of contemplation, he sat up suddenly and cursed. Swinging his legs quickly over the side of the couch, he pulled himself to his feet before promptly falling to the side. A few spare blankets cushioned his fall, but the impact jarred his fresh wounds and he winced.

Looking down curiously to try and ascertain the cause of his sudden topple, he noticed his shortened leg. _Dad must have taken it off last night_, he thought. Sighing, he reached over and grabbed it (he was thankful because it would have been a lot more painful had he landed on the tough metal of the prosthetic), slipping it over his leg and tightening the straps with practised hands. He flexed the leg a few times, testing its suppleness, before struggling back to his feet and hopping to the door. He pulled it open, only to be almost whisked off his feet once again as a willowy black- haired girl shot past.

Still bleary- eyed, Hiccup hopped through the hallway, leaning on every available surface, and entered the kitchen. He saw Thorn dashing about, grabbing a piece of toast and beginning to eat it quickly. She glanced up for a minute and noticed him.

"Hey, sleepyhead," she said, moving over to him and giving him a buttery kiss. When they broke apart, Thorn said, "You should probably get ready. We're leaving in ten minutes, so you should probably get your butt in gear if you want to look presentable."

Hiccup scowled. "Seriously?" he said irritatedly before turning away and limping heavily towards the stairs.

"Oh, and you might want to wash your face. It's still covered in blood." This final comment from Thorn only made Hiccup's scowl even more pronounced. He crawled up the stairs at a breakneck pace, hauling himself to his feet to hop the short distance to his bedroom. He opened the door to see Snotlout arranging his hair in front of the mirror. _Typical Snotlout_, Hiccup thought. He pushed past him gently, not even bothering to utter a greeting, and grabbed some clothes from the floor that looked recently washed. He left Snotlout to his preening, and went to the bathroom. Confronted by a closed door, he knocked experimentally.

"Yeah?" a voice inside asked.

"Oh, don't worry, Astrid, I'll go in my dad's bathroom." Hiccup turned towards his father's bedroom and passed through into the adjoining bathroom. He'd caught a few glimpses of himself in the mirror beforehand, but on closer observation he looked a lot rougher than he had first thought. His nose was caked in blood, which had run down his face and smeared all over his chin. When he probed it experimentally, he felt a definite ridge and guessed that Thorn had been right. Hiccup was almost impressed- he didn't know that Snotlout would be able to break bones so easily.

He grabbed a flannel from the side and dampened it under the tap. He began to slowly wipe away at his face, slowly smearing away the congealed blood to reveal a bruised face and a nose that certainly didn't look as it should. Washing the flannel out under the tap, Hiccup turned the water temporarily red as he tried to wring out the blood from it.

After a few minutes he turned off the tap, and allowed the red swirls in the basin to slowly dissipate. He looked up and inwardly grimaced at his rough appearance, but it was ten times better than before, and he wasn't going to complain.

As he emerged from his father's bedroom, he almost walked into a pair of metal bars at chest height.

"Thought you might want these," Thorn explained. "I saw them lying in the garden this morning." Hiccup accepted them gratefully, hooking them deftly under his arms. For the first time, he did not resent being told to use crutches; today, he realised that they were only there to help, and that if he didn't resent them now, they'd be out of his life sooner.

"Right, we're leaving in two minutes!" Stoick yelled from below.

"I should get moving," Hiccup said with a smile. "I still haven't eaten yet." He made his way downstairs and to the kitchen, where he pulled out a box of cereal from a cupboard and began to eat handfuls straight from the packet. When Astrid walked in, she just gave him a confused look.

"Don't have time for a bowl," he said by way of explanation, shoving another handful into his mouth. He quickly chewed through that, then added a small second mouthful and started to walk towards the door. On the way, he stooped to pick up the various items he would need for school that day. Throwing them haphazardly into his bag, he pulled on a random trainer and laced it up. One advantage for Hiccup: he only had to tie one set of laces.

By the time Stoick emerged from the lounge, Hiccup was standing to attention, ready to leave, while the others were frantically pulling on shoes. Snotlout was sporting a large welt and an ugly cut on the side of his head, and the large bags under his eyes suggested that his night had been a painful and sleepless one.

When everyone was at last ready, Hiccup held open the door and the group traipsed out to the car. The doors unlocked with a faint click and the double flash of headlights. Hiccup climbed into the front seat, while the other three had to squash in the back. Snotlout ended up pressed against the side window, separated from the girls by a wall of bags. Once the car was in motion, he flinched every time the car went round a corner, because his face touched the ice cold glass of the window. This, coupled with his throbbing head and pounding headache, made for a very uncomfortable journey.

When they arrived at school, Snotlout practically fell out of the car. He stood shakily, and began to walk towards the entrance.

"Oh, no. You're staying _right_ here," Stoick said, landing a heavy hand on Snotlout's shoulder. "I called the head this morning and told him what happened last night. He wants to see you. All of you, in his office."

Snotlout's face fell, and quickly settled there; he was a man resigned to his fate. He remained still, waiting for the others to get out of the car. When they were all ready, they walked in a bunch towards the main entrance, Stoick heading the group.

Both Snotlout and Hiccup gulped as they approached the head's office. They turned the corner, and the door looomed, large and imposing, in front of them. Hiccup's father stepped boldly forward and gave the door a few swift raps.

"Come in," a voice from inside called. Stoick grasped the handle firmly, gave it a twist, and pushed open the door, revealing the two boys to the head. He nudged them a little, and at last they came to their senses and moved inside the office.

"Take a seat." The head's tone was warm and friendly, despite the situation. Hiccup and Snotlout sat awkwardly, both glancing back at Astrid, Thorn and Stoick as they did so. Both of them felt extremely exposed, sitting in the two lonely chairs in the vast office.

The head leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms in front of him. "So, which one of you wants to go first?"

* * *

><p><strong>AN: It's been a while, I know. I knew where I wanted to go, but it was just the getting there that was the problem. Anyway, this is probably going to be my last update before Christmas, so I just want to say Happy Christmas and thank you for reading to everyone, and don't forget to tell me what you think!**


	16. 1-16: Memories- Hiccup

**Surprise! I'm back so quickly. Enjoy, and please tell me what you think!**

* * *

><p><span>Memories- Hiccup<span>

I can remember that day well. Too well. The events, sounds, sights, voices- they're all seared into my memory with a burning iron. That day has scarred my mind as well as my body. I suppose it's the same with any life-altering event, really. No matter how hard you try to move on, you just keep on getting dragged back to it. Time and time again.

_I_ want to forget; it's my mind that's decided that I can't.

After our last exam, Thorn and I walked to the workshop. I'd started on a new project (a miniature trebuchet) before the exams and I was eager to work on it some more. We walked pretty quickly, and ended up arriving a while before everyone else. This was fine with me, of course, because I could get started right away. I'd already finished some freehand sketches of my design, so I moved on to an isometric projection to get the ideas really clear in my head.

I remember making a joke with Thorn, then glancing round to the rest of the class. Snotlout's stool was empty, but I thought nothing of it. I just assumed he was late, as usual.

I started telling Thorn about my trebuchet, but I could see that she wasn't really interested. After a few sentences, she assumed that look of I'm-pretending-to-listen-to-make-you-feel-happy that often happens whenever I try and explain something to her. I don't really mind; I talk to get the ideas set into my mind as well.

Every time Thorn tries to explain something to me, I try to stay as focused as possible. I try not to let my mind wander, and I never pretend to listen when I'm not really. I'm an honest person. If I don't want to listen, then I'll say so. I won't keep up some pretence of listening like others will. People have a right to be heard, and how are they to achieve this if people only pretend to listen to them?

I was talking to empty air when the fire alarm rang. I can still remember its noise- shrill wailing that cut through the air and bounced through your head with an intensity that would make your ears buzz afterwards. There had been fire drills aplenty that year (usually one every term), so we all just assumed it was nothing special. We just looked around and fell silent, waiting for the usual commands from the teacher. You know, the 'keep quiet, single file, in an orderly fashion,' stuff like that.

Instead, what we heard was much more frightening.

_This is not a drill_, the tannoy system boomed over the blaring of the fire alarm. Those five words instilled fear into the hearts of most of us.

I was certainly afraid. I questioned where the fire was, how big it was, what had caused it. The questions rushed through my head in a muddle, but they could be answered later. Right now, I had to save my own life.

I got to my feet; the rest of the class did so in unison as Mr Woods yelled desperately over the din. Why do they make fire bells so loud that nobody can be heard to give instructions? I turned to see everyone standing by their chairs, already beginning to move towards the door.

We started for the door, only to recoil as thick, choking black smoke began to emerge from beneath it. Huddling in the corner, I was one of the few who noticed the other door opening. Through it came Snotlout, shoving something into his pocket. He joined the rest of the rabble, but I could see that the terror on his face was only an act. Behind the mask, he was happy.

By now, more smoke had wormed its way underneath the door. People were beginning to cough and choke on the fumes. A few, me included, covered their mouths and noses with their jumpers. I tried to take small breaths inside the protection of my shirt, but I knew that soon the air inside there would be contaminated also.

Thankfully, Mr Woods shoved open the door and yelled the command to run. We surged forwards, barreling through the door to try and escape a slow death at the hands of the terrifying smoke. I was holding hands with Thorn, taking comfort in the presence of each other, but as we went through the narrow doorway her hand slipped free and I was running alone. I could see the white opening of the outside world so close by. Shapes of teens were quickly blocking out most of the light, their escape attempts redoubled by the fact they could see their salvation.

I was running with them too, until I heard the tiny cry. It was so pitiful and desperate. I stopped running; Mr Woods brushed past me as he ran, coughing, to safety. I heard the cry again, and I heard it coming from the direction of the fire. I didn't want to leave the boy alone to die in the fire. I didn't want to leave the building, and for the firefighters to find his charred body later, knowing that I could have saved him.

Nobody should have death on their conscience.

It was either going to be neither of us, or both of us. I wasn't going to leave that boy to spend his final moments alone. Not if I could help it. He wouldn't be spending his final moments in this building if I had my way.

I started towards the voice, yelling out to try and ascertain his precise position. By now, the smoke was so thick I could only navigate by feel. I tripped over some debris on the floor, sprawling awkwardly and losing any sense of direction I had once had. Thankfully, the boy hadn't stopped shouting for a second. His voice was the only thing guiding me in this world of heat and darkness.

I got to my feet, quickly feeling my way over to the source of the voice. My hands came into contact with a wall, and thinking that people being stuck within walls was a statistical impossibility, I pushed hard.

The door to the toilets didn't need such a forceful push. I ended up flat on the floor for the second time in as many minutes. Even though it had not been long since I left my class, time was already running out. Scrambling to my feet, I almost fell again as pain stabbed through my leg. I glanced down, but didn't see anything through the smoke. Assuming it was just a cut from the debris, I just pushed through the pain and kept walking.

The voice was still yelling. I located the correct cubicle, but the boy was stuck. I shouted at him, telling him to stick his arms out so I could rescue him. I saw his arms, the pale bony sticks, and I grabbed them. I dragged his body underneath the door; it was a good thing that he was so small. If he wasn't, I wouldn't be here right now. Neither of us would.

Since my memory won't let me forget a moment of any of it, I often find myself thinking about all the what ifs. What if Toothless hadn't fit under the door? What if the go kart didn't start? What if the fire had been a bit faster? What if I hadn't heard Toothless' cries? Actually, most of the answers to the what if questions would be death. If something had been a tiny bit different, I could have died, along with Toothless. But if something had been a tiny bit different, I could still be sitting here in one piece, and none of this would be happening. I guess I've been quite lucky. There are a whole load of scenarios that would have been far worse than the one that came into being.

I don't feel bad, or regret what I did. Not really. I saved a life, and a person is worth far more than my leg. I wouldn't have had to do it if Snotlout didn't think a fire would be fun.

Okay, so maybe I shouldn't have been so stupid as to charge in there alone and be the hero. I should have alerted someone else. But I just acted on instinct. I still stand by my decision. I guess I figured that by the time I'd told someone about the boy, he would have long been silenced by the choking smoke.

As it was, standing in the toilets after rescuing the boy (who I found out a few seconds later to be named Toothless), if we didn't move fast, then both of us would have been silenced by the deadly smoke. I led him out of the door, only to find that time wasn't just running out, it was gone; the last few grains of sand clinging to the sides of the hourglass had at last fallen free. I couldn't walk fast enough to get out of there, and I certainly wasn't going to leave Toothless, not then. It was actually something he said, something he asked, that alerted me to the way out. He asked me about the way out, and I saw the tech corridor in my mind. For some reason, my mind wandered into the tech rooms (it's probably got something to do with the unhealthy fascination I have with making things), and I'm glad I did, because it bought us our ticket out of the inferno.

I remembered the go kart. I'd driven it a few times around the field, so I knew my way around it pretty well. We made it through to the go kart without any problems (I was just stoically ignoring my leg at this point. Well, I can't exactly say stoically- I had a million other things on my mind instead. I just sort of forgot), and I shoved the lone helmet over Toothless' head. I wouldn't be a very good rescuer if I took the helmet for myself and left the rescued to get hurt, would I?

Thankfully the go kart started the first time. Usually, it's pretty temperamental, but I was just hoping and praying that it would be the day the go kart decided not to throw a tantrum and refuse to work. I hastily jumped in, and promptly got squashed by my new friend.

It's weird how events bring people together. Like, we were sharing a common danger, and that made us friends without any prior knowledge of each other. If I hadn't saved him, if the fire hadn't even started in the first place, I'd be a friend down. It's funny how much would be different, in a negative way, if none of that happened.

After the jumping in the kart thing, it gets a bit fuzzy. I remember driving out of the door, and my foot squashed the pedal to the floor, but after that… I don't know. Nobody knows what happened after that, and to be honest I don't really want to know. I don't really want to know what it was that made me pass out; I don't want to know what mistake I made that nearly cost Toothless his life.

The next thing I recall was a fuzzy sensation in my fingers. I twitched them, and the sensation spread to my arms, then to my torso and neck. My head was throbbing, and I could feel bandages covering various body parts. Moving my neck slightly, I felt the rough scrape of bandages against my chin; bending my arms slightly, I felt the soft cushion of wadding in the crook of my elbow.

"He's awake! Hiccup? Hiccup, can you hear me?" My father was obviously present, and watching me intently. I opened my eyes a crack, instantly being blinded by the intense white light shining down from above. Squinting a little, I managed to open my eyes fully, taking in the scene around me.

It's a lot of white. My father's orange beard is one of the few splashes of colour in this washed- out world. Also adding to the few colours were a bunch of wild flowers, some cards and a balloon. My father had obviously been keeping his vigil for a long time, because his face was haggard and his eyes had deep rings of black surrounding them.

"How do you feel, son?" he asked tenderly, reaching a hand out to grasp my own.

"O...okay, I guess," I croaked. My throat was dry and raspy. "How long... how long..."

"How long have you been here?" my father supplied, and I nodded. "A week. You were out for a long time. But it wasn't all the fire- the doctors had something to do with it too." At his mention of the fire, my mind immediately flooded with memories of the smoke and choking blackness, and I quickly took a few deep breaths to try and quell my rising fear. Memories can be a powerful force.

"Water." I didn't have the strength to say much more than that. My throat was parched, and the bandages I could feel on it suggested to me that it had been damaged somehow, and perhaps that was the cause of my discomfort. My father rose and poured a cup of water, then tilted my head gently forwards and held the cup to my lips. I drank slowly and deeply, savouring the taste (or lack of) as the refreshing liquid slid down my throat. When my thirst had been quenched, I nodded, and my father drew away once more.

Once he had settled back into his chair, there was an awkward silence between us. To break it, I began to shift to a more comfortable position. My left leg felt as if it was numb, but every time I tried to move it, it wouldn't budge. My right leg moved around fine, though. The thought drew my mind back to the fire, when I tripped and hurt my leg on some debris.

"My leg feels kind of weird. Did they have to numb it so they could stitch it up?" I looked up, trying to catch my father's eye, but all he does is look away. A few times, he appeared about to speak, but then he stopped short before he could utter the first syllable.

Finally, he decided on, "um, sort of. When you first came in, you had emergency surgery. Twice. One to clean and sort out the burns, and the other... well, take a look for yourself." With each passing word of his statement, I grew more and more anxious. What lay beneath the white sheets? Was my leg burned horribly? Was it sliced to ribbons and covered in stitches and scars? Was it broken, pinned and set in a cumbersome cast?

All my most terrifying nightmares could never have prepared me for what was underneath the sheet.

Or, rather, what wasn't underneath the sheet.

As my father lifted the corner, I sat expectantly, waiting for some kind of flesh to appear. I waited. Then I waited some more. When the empty space where my lower left leg should have been was fully revealed, it took me a while to comprehend. When I did, my eyes widened, and I looked to my father in shock.

"It's... gone?" I asked in disbelief. My father only nodded grimly. I just turned away and stared, my mouth starting to fall open. Instead of flowing down smoothly and ending in a foot, my left leg was savagely cut short. Bandages swaddled the stump, and only now did I begin to feel a faint sensation there. I touched it gently, still unable to believe what I was seeing. Probing it further, I pressed gently around it, feeling the new contours of my body. I slid my hand underneath it and tried to move it, but I was stopped by a sharp command from my father.

"Take it easy, Hiccup. It's only been a week." I didn't want to take it easy. I wanted to get back to normal as soon as possible. I had never mentally prepared for something like this, and the only way for me to cope was to shut myself away and try and get back to normal quickly.

"But... why?" My confounded state only allowed my mind to form two or three word sentences.

"There wasn't anything they could do, son. It was pretty mangled. The dirt and dust had gotten in, and the bone was sticking out through your skin. And then there were the burns... it was either this, or face a life of probable chronic pain."

"So you're saying there was something they could have done?"

"Well, yes, but-"

"Then _why_ didn't you tell them to do it?!" I exploded. My disbelief had quickly dissipated, to be replaced by anger.

"Because... because I thought this way would be better..."

"Did you actually _consider_ me when you thought about that? Did you actually _consider_ what a huge decision it was you were about to make? Did you actually _consider_ what consequences your decision would have?"

"Yes, of course I did. I did what I thought -"

"What you thought was best. Yes, of course. Well, you thought wrong. Get out." I pointed angrily at the door, my body beginning to shake, threatening to break down. My father said not a word; he just left.

As soon as he left the room, I gave in to my trembling and just let the tears stream down my face at the injustice of it all.

_Why_? _Why me_? What had I done to deserve this? I was meant to be the hero, and now look. I was the cripple, the pitied, the fallen. I was no hero. I yanked back the covers and stared for hours at my truncated limb, letting the tears drop silently onto the white sheets. It took some time before my anger had dissipated, only to be replaced by depression.

After the initial shock, I sank into a deep depression, mourning the loss of my leg. I didn't eat, seldom slept; I just thought about the fire, about the rescue, thought about what went wrong. I asked myself all the what if questions. I stared at the empty space some more. I didn't want to talk to anybody, I didn't want anybody to see me like this. At one point, I refused my father entry for a week. I never even entertained the notion of letting Thorn come and visit. I sank pretty low back then, but I don't know what else I should have felt. I mean, losing a limb isn't exactly an everyday problem.

It took a long time for me to get over it. I think the turning point was when my father received an email from the school, asking if I would like to come and inspect their new workshop. I accepted gratefully, after some discussion with my father. He suggested that, as a way to come to terms with my new life, I should make myself a new leg. A custom- made, handcrafted prosthetic limb.

At first, I wasn't sure about his proposal, but then I realised how much I yearned to get back into the workshop and make things again. And I certainly couldn't spent the rest of my time sitting in a wheelchair. I came to realise that a new leg would certainly be a good thing for me. A new leg; a new life.

The new workshop was finished surprisingly quickly. I visited the school just after its completion, close to the beginning of the summer holidays. By this point, I had progressed to crutches; my left leg dangling awkwardly, the end of the trouser leg that covered it flapping about in the breeze as I walked. My father followed, keeping a respectful distance. At this time, I preferred to be alone, to just be with my thoughts, and my father was willing to respect that. He realised that I was going through a tough time, and he had to just keep supporting me in whatever I chose to do. He was also trying to process it himself, really- I don't think he ever expected something like this to happen.

I don't think he ever expected his wife to die in a car crash, either.

Fate can be so cruel sometimes.

Fate had already taken an entire human from our family, and on that day it decided to take a part of me. Some families just have it rougher than others; the Haddock family has had it rougher than most.

I went inside the workshop to see loads of shiny new tools in mint condition. I immediately wanted to try everything out, to make hundreds of things, but I had an agenda and I wanted to stick to it. We'd already discussed everything with the school, and they had been only too happy to provide the materials and tools for me to complete the task.

I had been sure to arrive pretty early in the morning so that I could get a solid day of work done. By lunch time, I had measured, cut, and started to shape the wooden part to fit with what was left of my leg. With each rasp of the file or whir of the saw, I began to creep out of my deep sadness. With each minute that passed, I saw that there _was_ still some purpose to my life, there _was_ a reason for my existence. I had lost that sense of utter uselessness and worthlessness that had enveloped me whilst I was stuck in the hospital. I thought that I could no longer mean the same to people because I'd changed too much.

Every time I looked in the mirror, I never saw myself anymore; all I saw were the scars that the fire had left behind. I saw the ugly burns snaking up my neck. I saw how I could never hide them all. I saw my arms, and their mottled and scarred skin. I saw how no person would ever want to touch them again. I saw my leg. I saw how no person would ever feel anything but pity towards me again. I didn't eat, didn't sleep; the scars were the only thing I could think about, and they consumed me, they pushed every other thought from my mind.

I didn't shy away from the truth. I knew denying it would just make the pain of realisation and acceptance worse. I faced up to it, but it was the starkness of my situation that sent me spiralling downwards like I did. Maybe it was the fact that I was so honest that almost sent me to my doom.

Since my depression took away my appetite, I just sat while the others ate. It took quite a lot of strength to stay there, actually. Just watching people eat was almost too much. I escaped as soon as I could, and retuned to my work. I was surprised at how quickly I had become so passionate about this project.

I worked like a demon for the rest of the day. When the sun at last began to dip below the horizon, my father reappeared and told me to stop. He actually had to physically drag me away from my work; the more I worked, the more attached to my creation I became. As I worked, I began to see it less as a foreign object, and more as a part of myself. I didn't just want to leave a part of me behind. Unfortunately, my handicap meant it was all too easy for my father to get me away from the workshop. I gave in pretty quickly.

As the day ended, and that fuzzy time where it is neither day nor night began, I walked reluctantly out of the workshop. By now, the wooden part of my new leg was almost complete- all that was left was the final sanding and smoothing of the edges. I needed to find somewhere else to make the metal part of my new limb.

When I asked my father about this dilemma, he told me it was already sorted. He'd arranged for me to go to a forge (yeah, a real- life old style forge. I didn't even know they still existed. At least, not near to where I live), and for me to be taught proper metalworking. I'd just assumed that I'd give someone the designs, and they'd create it for me; my dad had other ideas. He knew the impact it had on me, and he wanted me to be involved as much as possible. I told him later that I hadn't meant what I said that first day, but he'd really taken it to heart, and he tried to do everything to make it up to me.

Hmm… maybe that's what's making him do all these kind things for me now. He still thinks there is some kind of debt that has to be repaid.

I spent the morning of the second day in the workshop again, finishing the wooden section. I'd also taken precise measurements of the wood, and made detailed drawings so that that the forger would know what I wanted to make. Cut in the wood was a gap for the spring mechanism to move up and down as I walked, and I'd pre-drilled holes to attach the metal part to it.

As soon as I'd sanded and filed the wooden section down until it was super smooth, I made sure it would still fit comfortably on my leg, and my father drove me (along with my drawings and partly- finished prosthetic) to the forge. There, the forger (a strange, muscular man named Gobber) taught me a few simple things. I learned how to start to shape and bend metal, create holes in metal, and a few other techniques that I would need in order to make my leg.

On the second day, I made a start. Gobber said that I was a really fast learner, and he would supervise me all the way. Besides, I couldn't wait any longer anyway. I started with a lump of metal, and after four hours tirelessly working in the searing heat of the forge, I had created a crude curved section of metal.

Dipping it into the water, and looking at the rapidly cooling object, I was filled with a huge sense of achievement. This was the second time I'd picked up a red- hot lump of metal, and already I was making something of my own design. My pride at my creation was rapidly overcoming my sadness. I think this was actually the turning point in that dark time. The woodworking had a huge effect, sure, but it was more the learning a new skill and being able to utilise it so quickly that really brought me out of the black hole of depression.

After that, I came back to the forge for three more consecutive days. On the first day, Gobber created and widened the loop where the metal would attach to the wood. On the second day, he showed me how to draw metal into a wire, and I created my very own spring. It was a bit dodgy in the middle, but it was _my_ creation, and that's all that mattered. On the final day, I finished off the main part, smoothing out some of the rougher edges and carefully aligning all the holes. At the end of the third day, I attached the two parts together with great reverence, fitting the spring into the metal, and then the metal onto the wood.

When it was done, I held up my new body part victoriously. It wasn't perfect, not by a long way, but I'd made most of it, and I didn't care. If it didn't work, it had made me so much happier, and it was totally worth it. It was weird to think how this being of metal and wood, not even sentient, would become a part of me, and give me back my independence. Sometimes I still look down and think it strange.

I don't suppose I'll ever get used to seeing wood and metal in place of flesh.

The first time I pulled it on… it just felt so different, really. Some days, I'd wake up thinking that my leg was still there, when it wasn't. Sometimes, I'd feel a sensation, or pain, where my left foot would have been. Now, there was something in the way of this imaginary limb. I tightened the straps, and my mind was confused. It didn't know what to do. I mean, it was sensing two limbs at the same time. I yanked the straps tighter, causing a stab of pain to course through my upper leg. This got rid of the phantom limb for the time being.

After I had adjusted and become accustomed to my new leg, I wanted to take it for a test drive. While my father watched, I stood, supporting some of my weight on my prosthetic. It ached fiercely, but I was so lost in the joy of being able to stand alone again that I hardly felt it. The spring squeaked slightly, but flexed just as I had hoped it would.

Taking things a little too quickly, as is my wont, I decided to try and walk as well. That… didn't go so well. I definitely felt the pain from my stump then, and the pain of the hard ground as I fell face first into it. My father immediately became way too overprotective, and refused to let me do anything alone. So, what had given me back my reason for living quickly became another negative force in my life.

It was his overprotectiveness, his eagerness to make it up to me, that almost wrecked everything. I don't really feel good for saying any of this, but I'm telling my story, and I promised myself I wouldn't lie. He stopped me from doing a lot of things after that. I couldn't leave the house except for hospital appointments, I seemingly couldn't do anything without him pandering to me and making it safe. I stopped seeing my new leg as a force for good, and started seeing it as a reminder of my father's bad decisions and the meanness of fate. I started to lose my grip on happiness again. In a way, all my sadness had been caused, whether directly or indirectly, by my father. He was the one who allowed the doctors to amputate my leg; he was the one who thought there was some kind of debt that had to be repaid; he was the one who went too far to help me.

It took until the start of the new school year for me to smile again.

Do I blame Snotlout for all this? Well, yes and no. If it wasn't for him, none of this would have ever even happened, but I'm going to create another what if and play it through.

What if there was a fire anyway? What if there was a boy stuck inside?

I think I'd probably still go back and save him, even if I knew what consequences I would face because of it. If I went back into the fire with the knowledge I have now, I'd still do the same. In a way, it's my fault too. Even though I'm the injured party and I'm not meant to be saying this, I do feel some responsibility for what happened. It was my choice to go and save him, it was my choice not to go and ask for help first.

I don't like to be a tattle tale, or to pile blame upon another man, but on this occasion I feel that I must deliver a decisive judgement in order for everything to become clear. I know it was partly my fault that I ended up losing my leg, but in these circumstances, talking only about the fire, I can say with confidence that I believe the blame should lie on Snotlout, and Snotlout alone. He was the one who flicked the flint to spark the fire.

If Snotlout thinks all _this _is fun, then he shouldn't be living with us.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: I have to give a massive thank you to DragonSoul12, without whom this chapter would not have been what it is, and for giving me so much inspiration I just had to write it straight away. I doubt the next chapter will be up before Christmas, though. **


	17. 1-17: Memories- Snotlout

**I'm back! I know this chapter is shorter than usual, but Snotlout is not one of the characters I enjoy writing as. Nevertheless, I hope you enjoy, and I'd like to know what you think about Snotlout in this chapter. **

* * *

><p><span>Memories- Snotlout<span>

First of all, and I know this is totally out of character to me (but, then again, this whole thing is pretty upside- down, so who knows, it might be normal), I just want to say that I am an idiot. Present tense. Because I still am. This whole debacle hasn't made me any smarter about anything. I'd still do something stupid without thinking about the consequences, because that's my nature. Can I deny my true nature?

I can't transfer the blame completely off my shoulders, because the only person that inspired me to do this was I. I was annoyed. I don't like school, and I especially don't like technology. It's for geeks, and I am most definitely not one of them. That's why I chose technology to start the fire. When I first thought of the idea, I spent a lot of time with a map of the school, trying to work out where the best place to start the fire would be. The best place that would cause the maximum damage to the tech rooms, without actually starting a fire in the workshop, and not endangering any more lives than I needed to.

So, in a twisted way, I do have _some _sort of conscience.

Eventually, I came to the kitchens. They're nearby, the door is perpetually unlocked, and there's practically nobody in there to see me. There's also a lot of flammable stuff in there. When I decided on where, when, and how, I told my friends. They were all completely behind me. There. Not a single one tried to stop me. You can blame them, too, for not pointing out that it was all a stupid idea.

I skipped the beginning of tech class, taking the long route to the workshop via the kitchens. It was child's play to sneak into there- all I did was wait until the corridor was empty, then push open the door and waltz in. I'd already picked up the lighter from my locker, and I had a small amount of paper to start the fire.

Since it wasn't near lunch or break (the date and timing of it were specific for this reason), the kitchens were basically deserted, so I had plenty of time to set up the fire. I used the paper and put it all around the kitchen, then lit all of them. I made sure to put it next to all the flammable objects. Just as I left, the fire was really starting to take hold. I turned on the gas on the cooker as I was leaving, to make a huge explosion.

The fire alarm first went off a lot earlier than I'd planned. Even though the kitchens were super close to the workshop, I didn't manage to make it back before the first bell started ringing. I walked in just as the smoke started coming under the other door, just about remembering to stuff the lighter in my pocket and assume a scared expression in time.

Although, apparently, not fast enough, for I am sitting here, and I have been found out.

I joined the rest of the group, and my friends and I all shared surreptitious nods and glances; I'd done the deed, and I'd earned the ultimate respect from them all. We made it out easily, and I made a point of dramatically describing our 'daring escape from the jaws of death' and overly exaggerating. To be honest, I _did _actually escape from the jaws of death, because I was in the room when the fire properly took hold.

We stood outside for a few moments. I looked around to make sure all of my friends had made it out safely; at that minute, I didn't even notice Hiccup was gone. Not that I would have noticed anyway- he's never been enough of a person for me to care about. I jumped a little when I heard the initial explosion- it was much larger than I was expecting. Mr Woods looked too, then turned and decided to call a register to make sure that nobody was missing.

He got to Hiccup's name, and there was no answer. At this point, I glanced around, and didn't spot the scrawny midget anywhere. Nearby, Thorn was breaking down. I'd been taunting them about being together for a while; this, it seemed, only made it official. Then, I didn't feel sad or sorry for him. I just thought that if he had gotten stuck in the fire, then it was his own stupid fault for being so clumsy.

I had no idea that he was saving a life. Or, indeed, that there was actually a life that needed saving.

I'm not completely sure, but I didn't really feel anything at that point. Although (and this is probably a terrible thought to you) I did think it a slight shame, that there was one less person to bully in my class. We stood there for a long time after the initial silence, Mr Woods contemplating whether or not to go back in and look for Hiccup.

Eventually, the small boy dressed in black came flying out of the door, and he could only manage to say a single word. A name, actually. Mr Woods rushed into the building again, which by this point was completely filled with smoke, and emerged with Hiccup in his arms.

I think this was the first time when I actually felt kind of relieved. Relieved that I hadn't indirectly caused the death of a person, and relieved that there was still the scrawny idiot to bully. Anyway, we ended up in the canteen, my friends and I slacked off until the end of school, then we went home and didn't return to school until the next year.

The best thing was that nobody suspected me. The official report said that the fire was 'an unfortunate accident which resulted in the serious injury of a student', which we all know is completely untrue now, but I got such a high whenever I thought about everybody's obliviousness. How I, along with some select and trusted friends, was the only person who knew the real cause of the fire. I also felt so powerful, to have commanded the ferocity of fire and used it to my advantage. I spent most of my summer celebrating (and not working), and never in a single corner of my mind did I wonder for a second what had become of Hiccup.

Yeah, you heard me right- I didn't care whether he lived or died. I didn't care if I'd hurt him in any way.

In my mind, it was never my fault that Hiccup lost his leg; it was his own fault for staying in the fire.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: I have no idea when the next chapter will be up. I need to think up some follow- up to this monstrously bad chapter.**


	18. 1-18: Repercussions

**Sorry for the shortness of the last few chapters. I know they've been way shorter than normal, but I'm hoping what they lack in length they make up for in content. Mostly. Enjoy!**

* * *

><p><span>Repercussions<span>

The headmaster leaned back in his squashy leather chair and steepled his fingers. He appeared deep in thought for a long moment, gazing off towards the cream- painted wall behind the boys. Finally, he switched his stare back onto the nervous teenagers sitting in uncomfortable plastic chairs opposite. Specifically, he fixed his piercing, blue-eyed stare firmly onto Hiccup.

Glancing down at some papers strewn across his desk, he said, "I've heard there have been other… side –effects… of the fire." His voice was gentle and inviting.

Hiccup shrugged awkwardly. He didn't like being questioned by teachers. "Um, yeah. Whenever I go into the workshop, I have this weird hallucination about the fire. It's so real, I keep feeling like I'm really back there." The headmaster simply continued to stare at him.

"It's fine. They don't bother me. I really never wanted this to go this far." The incessant staring was getting a little unnerving.

"They don't bother you? Even though you ended up blacking out twice and in the medical room with a huge whack to the head once?"

"Well, technically, Thorn was the one who knocked me out one time. But it was totally necessary. So I only really blacked out once. And, no, it doesn't bother me. The only thing I'm bothered about is the fact I can't do any work in there anymore."

"And would you consider technology your favourite subject?" The 'a' of 'and' was the long and protracted type, almost as if he was thinking of the question as he said the word.

"Absolutely." Hiccup's answer was immediate.

"So, you're saying that, along with the burns and other injuries, you also suffer from some kind of post- traumatic stress and are unable to participate in your favourite lesson?" He sounded more like some kind of judge or lawyer than a head teacher.

"No. Well, fine. Yes. Oh, god. Don't make this about me. Letting another person get involved with this is just dangerous. Keep it to just Snotlout and the fire. Please."

He frowned. "Are you sure? You know that what you say can change a whole lot, right?"

"That's exactly why I don't want to become more involved than I already am," Hiccup replied.

"'More involved than I already am?' Is that a joke? How much more involved can you be?" Snotlout broke in.

"Well, I don't know, I could have been the one that actually started the fire," Hiccup started, getting a little worked up.

"Yeah, but if you hadn't been so stupid as to stay behind instead of getting out of there, then we'd never be here in the first place!"

"And if you hadn't started the fire in the first place—"

"But that wasn't your fault. It wasn't my fault, either. It was—"

"Stop. Don't you see what I'm trying to do here?" Hiccup hissed, cutting Snotlout off. Snotlout shook his head minutely, and Hiccup merely sighed. The head noticed the movement.

"What are you trying to do, Hiccup?" he asked. Hiccup remained silent. He looked down at the red- carpeted floor. The three of them sat there, bathing in a long silence; Snotlout watched the wind gently rustling the trees outside, the head tried to pierce the top of Hiccup's head with his gaze, who just continued to stare at his feet.

Eventually, the constant reminder of the fire that Hiccup was staring at convinced him to say something. He inhaled deeply and turned to Snotlout.

"I'm… I'm trying to lessen your punishment. I know what I say will change things, but I don't want them to change. I don't want to say anything because, as much as I'm ever so slightly annoyed for what you did, I don't want to live with knowing that I hurt someone else. You might be okay with knowing that you hurt me, you might be able to live with that. But there's no way I could get you really badly punished just for revenge. There's no way I could hurt you back for what you did." When he finished speaking, he dropped his gaze to the table, staring intently at the pot full of immaculately ordered pens and pencils there.

Snotlout just sat there for a few more moments, looking silently at Hiccup. For a discussion with the head teacher, there was not a huge amount of talking compared to the lengths of the silences.

"R-really? You… you don't want me to get into trouble?" Snotlout's tone was that of disbelief. Hiccup kept his head down, but nodded gently.

"I guess. I can't take back all the trouble that's been caused, and I don't mind you getting into trouble, but what I do mind about is if you get into worse trouble," Hiccup replied softly.

Snotlout frowned for a moment. "So… all that stuff yesterday… you didn't mean it?"

"Um… I think I meant it then, yeah. I was pretty angry. But now that I'm less angry at you, I know that I don't mean it."

"Really?"

"Oh, for goodness' sake! Yes! I'm not lying here!"

The headmaster broke in. "Okay. Enough. You both seem to be in this whole affair pretty deep. Snotlout, wait outside for a moment. I need to talk to Hiccup alone." Snotlout stood silently and padded softly across the red carpet. Opening the door with the barest of whispers, he slipped outside and closed the door with a soft click.

The headmaster waited a moment before speaking. "Hiccup. Now is the time for you to say anything else you didn't want to say with Snotlout present."

"I… I don't really have that much else to say, to be honest. I just don't want him to take any punishment for what happened to me. That's all my fault, and I accept that. If you need to punish someone for that, punish me. Take it out on me. But don't punish Snotlout. Not for that. Like I said before, blame him for the fire, sure, but please just ignore me in your verdict. I don't want to be a part of wrecking his life any more than I already have."

"So, what do you think I should do?"

Hiccup was a little taken aback. He hadn't really expected the headmaster to ask for his advice about this, especially since he was the one who was meant to be the vengeful injured party.

"Well... I think you should definitely punish him somehow..." Hiccup trailed off, unsure about how much to say. The head only nodded encouragingly, which seemed to give Hiccup a new confidence. "But not in the usual way. Don't exclude him or anything- he hates school, and keeping him here will be more torturous. And it also lessens the change.  
>"I think you should also do something to allow him to repay the damage he caused. Like, either by working and earning money to pay you back, or just paying you, or doing so many hours' work in order to repay you."<p>

The headmaster sat and looked thoughtfully at Hiccup for a moment, nodding slightly. "Very well. Now, if you would please sit outside for a moment, and invite Snotlout in as you do so." Hiccup nodded back, pulling himself to his feet and limping out of the room.

"You're up," he said to Snotlout as he circled him to sit in the next seat.

"I hope you didn't say anything you'll regret later," he replied, standing up and bunching his fists threateningly.

"I hope you remember that the last time there was any physical altercation between us, I seemed to come out on top," Hiccup retorted calmly, turning to stare at a noticeboard as the door next to him slipped closed.

As Hiccup continued to stare at the noticeboard, Snotlout took his place in front of the imposing man, and the even more imposing desk and furniture. The soft chairs placed everywhere except directly in front of the desk provided an aura of homeliness; sitting in front of a stern-faced man in a tall chair behind a hefty dark wood desk, Snotlout felt that the atmosphere was anything but.

"Snotlout," the head began, in much the same way as he had with Hiccup. "Is there anything you'd like to say for yourself before I decide on what is to happen next?"

"Yes, there are a few things." Snotlout's manner was the opposite of Hiccup's- where he had been nervous about speaking his mind and coming to a judgement, Snotlout was the same cocky teenager he'd always been. "I want to say that I know it was me that started the fire and all, but it wasn't me that made Hiccup stay behind, and it wasn't me that trapped that poor kid in the toilet. If I'd known, it never would have happened."

"Well, even though you didn't know, should it still have happened anyway?"

"It wasn't my fault for choosing to start the fire. Sure, I was the one who flicked the flint, but I didn't do it of my own volition. I had a motive for doing it, you know."

"And what was this motive?"

"To get out of school, maybe close it down for a few months." Where most people would be extremely reluctant to admit such a thing to high authority, Snotlout said it without fear; maybe he knew he had been defeated, and there was nothing more he could do to change his fate.

"Well, you certainly succeeded in doing that, among other things," the head mused. Snotlout just twitched his head in response, glancing down at the carpet that now seemed to him to be running red with his blood. The head thought a while longer, before raising his head and calling crisply, "Hiccup. You may come in now." There were a few seconds of silence, then a gentle squeaking and metallic click indicated that Hiccup was making his appearance. He limped across the room, re-taking his seat alongside Snotlout. The head surveyed them both before speaking.

"I've heard both your stories, and I think I've come to a decision. Hiccup, I know you have told me quite clearly your wishes, but there is one I am afraid I can not comply with. By telling me of Snotlout's involvement in the fire, you have left me no choice but to call the police and let them deal with him. Arson is a serious crime." Snotlout began to rise slowly from his chair. "Before you go anywhere, young man, I have also considered your words. Depending on what the authorities have to say, you shall be remaining at school and continuing your education here, along with working to pay back for the damage you caused. We'll work out the precise terms at a later date, of course."

"What? No..." Snotlout jumped out of his seat, shaking his head and fists. "No! You can't do this to me!"

The head teacher remained calm and unruffled. "I think I can, young man. Now, you shall be remaining here until the police arrive. You too, Hiccup," he added, looking rather more fondly at Hiccup than at Snotlout.

Snotlout saw the glance. "But... you... you can't do that! I saw that! It's... it's... favouritism!"

"Right now, yes, I do favour him over you, much as I am supposed to be impartial about such things. But I also feel he has shown compassion and leniency towards you, as have I. So maybe you should stop insulting him, and start thanking him for what he has done for you." Throughout their exchange Hiccup remained silent, not wanting to have his virtues extolled in this way.

"What he's done for me? He was the one that got me into this mess! Why are you defending the guy who's so obviously guilty here?" Snotlout was still livid at the head's verdict. He leaned towards the headmaster threateningly.

"I'm not threatened by you. I know the rest of your year may fear you, but I do not. Nothing you do can change my mind now." There was a knock on the door, then a broad man in a dark uniform stepped through.

"I'm here for Snotlout Jorgenson," he said, his voice gruff and harsh. Snotlout raised his hand meekly, and the officer strode across the room to him. He grasped his shoulder firmly, then hustled him towards the door. Before he left, he turned back to survey the room for a moment. His brown- eyed gaze met the small boy still seated before the headmaster.

"You Hiccup?" he asked. Hiccup raised his head and nodded, in much the same way as Snotlout had done.

"You better come too," he said, and Hiccup duly limped after them, leaving the headmaster sitting behind in his office with the soft whispering of wood on carpet and the metallic click of the door meeting the jamb.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: This is going to be the penultimate chapter of this section of Dragon School, but I've got some more ideas and, depending on what you guys think, there might be another instalment coming up after this. This story is pretty special to me, and I'm loath to let it go. But what can I say? I'm too sentimental. **


	19. 1-19: Aftermath

**Welcome! I hope you enjoy this chapter, and don't forget to tell me what you think!**

* * *

><p><span>Aftermath<span>

The door to the classroom swung open, admitting a skinny boy on crutches with his left leg missing below the knee. It was the final day of school, and everyone was sitting around on the tables and chairs, chatting about the upcoming holidays and boasting about the various holiday destinations they'd be visiting.

Hiccup crossed the room, covering the short distance to the front desk where Astrid and Thorn were seated in a few seconds.

"Morning," he said to them both.

"Hey. Is everything sorted?"

"Yep. All done."

"Does that mean you'll _finally_ tell us what went on between you two?" Thorn asked.

"If you really want me to," Hiccup replied, pulling a water bottle out of his rucksack and taking a swig.

"Wow, you've got _that_ much to say, huh?" Astrid commented, as Hiccup took a deep breath to begin his story.

* * *

><p>Well, you know the beginning- Snotlout and I left the head's office and went out to the car. They drove us to the station and marched us both into a tiny room, then locked the door on us.<p>

The first thing that happened was the stunning impact of Snotlout's fist on my already damaged nose. Stars exploded into being, and the edges of my vision began to grey.

"I'm not going to do that again, because I want you to be conscious for what follows." His brisk and business-like tone of voice suggested that this was not the first time he had done this.

His words didn't exactly fill me with hope.

It only took one more punch to send me to my knees, gasping for breath. After that, I just laid there and let Snotlout lay into me. He kicked me, mostly, aiming for the most sensitive areas of my body, but avoiding any place that might render me unconscious.

Despite me being the one getting pounded in there, I was actually pretty impressed by his skill. As I saw a boot coming through the haze of pain that had been surrounding me for what felt like a year and tried vainly to dodge it, I heard the turning of a key in a lock as the shoe grazed my shoulder. The next thing I knew, I was being grabbed by the wrist and hauled to my feet, where I was quickly deposited into one of the three chairs in the room.

Slumping, barely conscious and with a body full of pain, I watched through the red haze as the door opened and the same broad-shouldered policeman walked through, stooping slightly to fit his bulk through the small door.

"Right," he said, bringing his hands together with a loud clap. He took the seat opposite me as Snotlout slid into the chair beside me.

"I've been told that you two are to remain here whilst we get the full story from the headmaster. Meanwhile, I've also been told to take some official statements from you. Why don't you start?" he said, motioning to me as he pulled out a miniature tape recorder from an almost invisible pocket.

Over the next hour or so, Snotlout and I again gave our testimonies, answering any questions along the way. It was dull, and I was struggling to concentrate, but if this was what would decide Snotlout's fate, I couldn't be the one to screw it up. I tried my hardest to keep my concentration, but Snotlout had shot himself in the foot by attacking me; my mind was too fuzzy in places, and I think I slipped up a couple of times.

When we were finished, the little red light that had been blinking silently at us for the best part of an hour blinked for the last time, and the device it was attached to returned to the owner's pocket. He stood silently, and left the room without saying another word, locking the door securely on his way out.

As soon as the policeman left, I was once again on the floor. During my time in that room, I got very well acquainted with the floor. This time, Snotlout yanked my arm out in front of me, pinning it down by the wrist using his foot. His heavy foot was enough to make me wince and grimace.

"Not a sound out of you," he said. "I don't want anyone to come running. If you do anything more than whisper, I'll do stuff to you that you can't even bear to imagine."

I didn't disbelieve him.

I ended up lying there on the floor, pinned under Snotlout's booted foot, while he strategically and torturously broke every one of my fingers. I, as per his instructions, tried not to make a sound; as such, the only noise in that godforsaken room was the cracking and crunching of my bones, and the small laugh each groan and grimace of mine drew from the lips of Snotlout.

* * *

><p>"So that's why you turned up one day with bandages all over your hand?" Thorn exclaimed.<p>

"Yeah," Hiccup said, looking a bit annoyed that someone had dared to interrupt his flow.

"Will you just shut up and let him finish the story?" Astrid said irritatedly. Thorn gave her daggers, then smiled sweetly at Hiccup and gestured for him to continue.

* * *

><p>Anyway. Thankfully, one final stomp from his other foot sent me spiralling down into unconsciousness. My last sight as the world closed from my vision was that of a sadistic madman staring down at me; a man that had once been the class bully. Always mean, but never meaningful about it. This man was different. He was mean. He did everything with the worst of intentions.<p>

He wasn't the person I knew anymore.

And I was responsible, at least in part, for his collapse into insanity. I was the one that stayed behind in the fire. I was the one that went back in time every time I walked into a classroom. I was the one that found out who was responsible for the fire, and, most importantly, I was the one who tattled on him. I've done a lot of things in life that I regret, but none of my previous actions have come with so much regret as these ones have. I was able to bear the torture because I knew that I deserved it. I knew that he should be allowed to do this to me, because I'd eventually be the one to turn his life inside out, and not in a good way. With every shooting stab of pain, I thought about different realities, different universes- and how one of the most unfavourable ones turned out to be the actual reality of the situation. I thought about how I could be, no, how we could be, living our lives happy and oblivious to this pain and suffering and torture. How if I hadn't opened my big mouth because of my stupid emotions, there wouldn't have been any more hurt. It was my big mouth, my out- of- control emotions that got us into this mess, and it would be my big mouth that kept us there, even perhaps digging us in a bit deeper.

I think about it all far too much. The one small mercy about being knocked out was the fact that I didn't have to think about it.

The next thing I can remember is coming round on the hard chair, and someone gently slapping my face.

"Hey. _Hey_. Wake up." I dutifully opened my eyes, wincing slightly as my retinas were assaulted with the bright fluorescent lighting overhead.

"Are you okay? Your friend told me you passed out and collapsed on the floor."

"He's not my... yeah, I'm fine." I was actually okay with the fact that Snotlout had lied to the police about what happened. I mean, what motive did he have to tell the truth, other than that he wouldn't feel terrible afterwards (although, now that I think about it, I don't even know that Snotlout feels terrible when he lies)?

I raised my head and looked groggily about the room. "Where's Snotlout?" I asked.

"They've taken him away for now. I think he's got a lot worse coming to him than just some after- school detentions." At that, he looked at me funny, and said, "Everything that has happened in this room can stay in this room. Tell me the truth. Did he hurt you?"

All I could do was nod my head. There was no point in denying it now. I held out my hand, displaying my ruined digits.

"He... he did that to you?" the policeman asked, apparently disbelieving. Again, all I did was nod silently.

"I'll go and get the first aid kit," he said, getting to his feet and hurrying out of the room.

And so I remained, alone and in pain. I sat on that chair for a long time thinking about everything. I don't even know how long it was because they'd taken my phone and there wasn't any clock on the wall. Eventually, I just gave up on being awake and fell into an uneasy slumber.

The policeman never came back.

The first time I saw anyone again was when their loud rapping interrupted my sleep. They unlocked the door as I was rubbing my eyes, and pulled me through the door with them. I just stayed limp and allowed them to drag me; there was no point in struggling.

After an indeterminate amount of time I was left on my feet in a corridor. The two escorts brushed past me, disappearing as quickly as they had arrived. The next thing I heard was, "Son!" from my father, who was now barrelling down the corridor towards me. He grabbed me and pulled me up into a big hug, which I tried uselessly to break free from.

"Uh, dad, can't breathe..."

"Right, yes, of course," he replied, finally releasing his grip. I staggered slightly, having to push my hand on the wall to retain my balance. Unfortunately, it was my right hand, and I must have winced too much, or let out some kind of noise, because my father said immediately, "What happened to your hand?"

"Oh, I, uh, I passed out in the room and hit the floor, and I guess that's what I got," I said, trying to smile slightly and make light of the situation as is so often my wont.

My father stepped forwards and examined my hand more closely. "Well, I'll take a look at it when we get home, alright?"

I just nodded. I was doing a lot of nodding. But sometimes, actions speak louder than words, and words were certainly not needed here anyway.

We walked out of the station and drove home, where my father splinted my fingers as best he could, wrapping my whole hand in some unwieldy bandage.

It's when he finishes unskilfully tending to my injuries that the phone starts to ring. The major tones of our customised ringtone bell out through the hall and reverberate into the kitchen. My father stood, leaving the kitchen to go and answer it. I could hear his gruff greeting, and then the gentle padding of his socked feet on the wooden kitchen floor as he silently moved back towards me and shoved the phone into my good hand.

"For you," he said uselessly as I held the phone up to my ear and allowed my vocal chords to croak out a tentative, "Hello?"

"Is that Hiccup?"

"Um, yes. Who is this?"

"It's Sergeant Stevens. I'm calling about the events earlier today." I nodded, before realising that the phone couldn't pick up nods and hastily added, "Go on."

"Well, the law states that since he's no longer a minor-"

"Wait. No longer a minor?"

"Yes. At the age of ten a person is considered responsible for their own actions, and they can be punished for them. Anyway. Yes. Since he's no longer considered a minor, and arson is a fairly sizeable offence, there's going to be a small hearing to determine what's going to happen to him. You've been a part of the events that have occurred, and as such, we'd like you to be present and maybe say a few things."

"Well, I'll be there, but I'm not going to say anything more. Let them use what they've already got to inflict their damage; I'm not adding to it any more. Goodbye." I left it at that, quickly moving the phone away from my ear and hanging up.

"Who was that?" my father asked.

"Police," I said shortly, getting to my feet and walking to my bedroom in a generally steady fashion. I didn't feel like talking about it any more. Downing a couple of the pain pills I'd been given ages ago but never used, I fell onto my bed and almost instantly into a deep slumber, leaving the mess of a world I'd helped create behind.

It took a while, but eventually I ended up sitting in the darkest corner of a tiny courtroom while they decided what fate would befall Snotlout. The outcome was not what I expected at all. Remember the Snotlout I saw when he was attacking me? The crazed, manic- looking boy was back. In fact, it was more often this manic look that was on his face than one of lucidity. Hatred had twisted his nature, burning any slivers of sanity away. And I knew what had caused his downfall: me.

His hatred was reserved for one person, and one person only- me.

And I felt terrible for all of it. No man should turn into that. Not even the worst man. Not even Snotlout. He stood before the judge, looking terrified and manically sadistic at the same time, if such a feat can be achieved. Each of the judge's words were like a needle stabbing me in the chest. Each word that when spoken separately would mean nothing at all, but when put into a coherent sentence would make you cry out at the injustice of them.

Snotlout was either going to a very bad place, inside, or to a slough of community work, outside. And all because of me. As he turned to be led away, his eyes lit upon me. I could see the blind fury filling up his eyes until it almost burst out in a fit of rage. Thankfully, I was out of sight before he could do anything.

It turned out that someone classified him as insane enough to get treatment. I'd turned him mad. I'd made him go crazy with fury. It was... me.

Never before have I felt so guilty. I was longing for a judge to come out and bang his gavel at me, and declare me guilty of everything. At least then I would feel like I'd actually taken some punishment for my actions; it just seemed like nobody else could see the wrongs I had done.

Instead, it was the innocent that turned against himself. They shut him away from civilisation, called him by numbers and symptoms. They took away his freedom, his happiness- and all this was meant to cure his insanity.

That was three days ago.

As Hiccup finished speaking, the others had no reply. They just sat, silently contemplating his words.

"Tho it'th all over then?" said a new voice. Toothless had arrived, unnoticed by the others lost in reverie.

"Yes," Hiccup said softly. Recounting the story to his friends had left him too deep in his memory to say much more.

"What happened?" he asked, apparently oblivious to the sombre mood of the trio.

Hiccup merely sighed, and shook his head minutely. Thorn spoke for him.

"He's just finished telling us," she explained. "Maybe he can tell you again later." Now, she turned and addressed her next question to Hiccup. "So, are you not scared?"

"Scared of what?"

"Snotlout. Like, if he wants to come after you or something."

Hiccup shrugged. "Not really. He's somewhere, I'm here, and there's no way he can get between them."

"What'th thith about Thnotlout?" Toothless asked, trying to wrangle his way into the loop once again.

"He's... not here for now. I'll tell you properly later." They all glanced up at the clock as the bell rang, signalling the beginning of registration.

"You better go," Hiccup said to Toothless, but before he could even swing his backpack over his shoulder a fearsome sight froze him. He simply stood there like a statue, staring and trying to speak, moving his lips silently. Hiccup noticed this strange motion, and how the rest of the class had quickly fallen silent.

"Are you okay?" he asked Toothless, but before any reply from Toothless was heard, another voice answered for him.

"I think he'll be fine if he just stays still." Hiccup whipped his head around, coming face to face with a pair of brown eyes set deep into a face twisted by an angry snarl.

"And you better keep still too, unless you want me to hurt you again. I can still do it, you know. The drugs they gave me dulled my mind, but now I've stopped taking them. Now my mind is free again. I know what I've got to do."

Far from being terrified into stillness, Hiccup was galvanised into gentle action. "You don't need to do this. Just calm down." His eyes were no longer fixated on Snotlout's; instead, they never wavered from the death dealing abyss of the gun barrel.

"Just put it down." Hiccup's tone was gently commanding and soothing. It sounded way calmer ad steadier than he felt.

"No. The rest of you, get out." The whole class surged to their feet, leaving belongings and books everywhere. Thorn, Astrid and Toothless tried to escape too, but the tides were turned back by the seemingly careless flick of the gun in Snotlout's right hand.

"Not you. You four are staying. The rest of you can get out of my sight." Thorn, Astrid and Toothless all exchanged worried looks with Hiccup, who tried to assume a calm expression in order to begin to reassure them.

Snotlout stepped into the room, turning and inserting the key into the door behind him, and locking the five of them in with a loud click that echoed throughout the dead silence in the room.

"Right. Let's get this sorted out, shall we?"

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Yes, this story _will _be continuing! I'm going to keep it all on this story, but label the chapters in parts as well. Consider this the final part of Part 1- Part 2 begins with the next chapter.**
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**Beware of the extremely OOC Snotlout in the coming chapters! But... that's sort of the point. Anyway, I hope you enjoy it, and don't forget to tell me what you think!**

* * *

><p><span>Locked In<span>

"Come on, come on, over there," Snotlout demanded, flicking the gun towards the corner. The four teens hurried in that direction, shoving tables and chairs out of the way in order to get there faster. When Hiccup tried to grab a bag en route, Snotlout jumped forward and, with a swift swipe of his own leg, sent Hiccup's flying out from under him. He sprawled on the floor, the bag he had tried to grab following him down and hitting the floor beside him with a thud.

"You of all people should know not to mess with me," he said, poking Hiccup with his boot. When he tried to get up and make his way to the corner again, he was thwarted p chaa heavy foot on the small of his back.

"Don't get up." With these words, Hiccup proceeded to crawl, commando style, across the floor to the corner. He reached it with no further hassle, and sat on the floor staring at Snotlout, his fear now exposed for all to read on his face. Astrid glanced down at him, and saw her own fear reflected in his eyes. Not liking this, she steeled her gaze and turned to Snotlout.

"Why are you doing this?" she asked.

"Because of _him_," he said simply.

"Yeah, we got that bit. Any explanation you could give would be appreciated."

"Because it's his fault, and now he'll get his punishment. I'm going to take away everything he loves, one thing at a time. And then I'll take him. I know he thinks he should be punished." Seeing Hiccup's expression, he added, "Oh, don't act like you're surprised. You made it so obvious from the start. I'm smarter than you think I am. And I'm not just the dumb jock anymore. I'm the genius here, and you're my minions, and you'll do whatever I say."

"What makes you think we will?" asked Thorn.

"Well, I think I've got a fair amount of... persuasive power," he replied, and the soft click of the safety being clicked off resonated around the room. Thorn looked confused for a few seconds, only realising the meaning of the sound when she was about to open her mouth for a retort. When the realisation dawned, it was like time had been sped up; her face cycled through expressions so fast it was almost comical.

"If you're planning on taking away everything he valueth in life, why am I here?" Toothless asked. The teens were bombarding Snotlout with questions, trying to find some viable explanation for their predicament.

Snotlout smiled evilly. "Yes, why are you here? I don't even know your name. I don't even know your age, what your favourite subject is, who your friends are. I know nothing about you. Except for this one thing. I know it's not much, but I know something, at least. Give me credit for knowing one thing about you.  
>"You were the scrawny idiot stuck in the toilet that got us all into this mess."<p>

Hiccup jumped to his feet. "Hey! Who told you that you could stand up?" Snotlout demanded.

Hiccup remained unruffled. "Well, everyone else is standing. And I stood up to display my dislike of your last statement. It happens so often in dramas, I just thought now would be a perfect moment to use it in real life."

Snotlout relented, and Hiccup's spirits soared for a moment. "What did you want to say?"

"I was going to say that he's not an idiot, and he wasn't the one that got us into this mess. It was you and I that got us into this mess. Me, for going back into the fire and for revealing it was you; you, for starting the fire and then taking extreme action to get some retribution."

"Really? Well, I don't know if you're allowed to decide that. As you can see, I'm the one in charge here, and if I say you're wrong, you're wrong. And I say that you've messed up. It wasn't my fault. It was his fault, and your fault, and their fault too. It was all of your fault, and none of mine." At this, the teens exchanged worried glances. The situation was worse than they had first thought.

Snotlout pulled some garden ties out of his pocket. He tossed them at the others.

"Here. Use these to tie yourselves to the radiator. And don't think of not doing it properly or trying to break them. I've got plenty more, and if you disobey I'll just turn on the radiator on full heat and let you burn." There was no need for threats, but they knew that Snotlout would dish them out anyway. He needed to be absolutely sure that nobody would usurp his authority. The four of them shuffled across to the radiator, Thorn and Astrid at one end, Hiccup and Toothless at the other. They awkwardly pulled the ties around one wrist, cinching them slightly to secure themselves to the radiator.

When they were done, Snotlout came closer and bent down, inspecting all of the ties. He glanced at Thorn's for a split second before grabbing it and yanking the free end violently. The tie snapped shut around her wrist, digging in deeply. Thorn bit her lip, stifling a small cry. "That's for not making it tight enough," he said. Thorn looked up at him and saw the mania that filled his expression. He may have been a bully before, but before was just empty threats. She wasn't used to a Snotlout who actually made good on his promises, and it was scaring her. The thought that, if she disobeyed, she could get seriously injured. Thorn silently vowed not to disobey.

He passed along the rest of the line, satisfied with the others' ties. Attaching each of the teens' other wrists to the radiator himself, he straightened up and went and sat on a desk, staring at them and swinging his legs slightly as he perched. But he was restless. He jumped up not more than a few minutes later, and began to pace about the room.

"I'm hungry," he said after a few circuits of the classroom. "Any of you guys hungry?"

His question was met by a stony silence. Nobody was willing to break it, except Snotlout.

"Let's see what we've got here," he said, walking over to Hiccup's backpack and opening one of the pockets. "Hmm... ah!" The exclamation was accompanied by his meaty hand emerging from Hiccup's bag brandishing a lunchbox. He eagerly pulled it open, searching for the sweetest treat. Picking out a small stack of cookies, he carried them over to the incarcerated teens.

"These sure look good. Did you bake them?" he asked. Hiccup said nothing, did nothing; all he wanted to do now was stare at the floor. He had retreated into himself, into his own world of pain and suffering, where nothing could hurt him more than he was already. Hiccup was already feeling guilty for getting innocent people mixed up in what should only have been between him and Snotlout. Even though it wasn't really his doing that Snotlout had come and was holding them all hostage, he felt completely responsible, because the crux of the matter was that he was the sole element that had started the reaction. It didn't matter that this was a different reaction, a different set of elements bonding together; to Hiccup, the only thing that mattered now was that, somehow, he'd managed to drag Thorn, Astrid and Toothless into his crazy world. And he wanted them out. Nobody should have to go through the crazy things he had, and nobody should have to join someone on the path to madness just because they're a friend. Hiccup wanted his friends to stick around on the outside, ready to drag him out of danger if the world threatened to swallow him completely.

He just wanted to make sure that he was the only one to get hurt.

Snotlout was still staring at him, looming over Hiccup and engulfing him in deep shadow. Thorn, realising that Snotlout was waiting for an answer, and that he'd be all too willing to stand over Hiccup all day to get one, said, "His dad doesn't bake." Snotlout, apparently unsatisfied, continued to stare at Hiccup.

"Is that so?" he said. "Well, then I'd like to hear it from the man himself. Hiccup?" He poked Hiccup none too gently with his toe. Hiccup moved with the poke, not even flicking his eyes towards the site of contact. Snotlout turned slightly, and stooped further. He flicked the dial at the base of the radiator, which began to him quietly. Hiccup, leaning heavily against the radiator, began to feel it warming up. While the others moved quickly away, straining at their bonds to try and keep their bare skin away from the rapidly heating metal, Hiccup remained where he was, leaning against the metal with most of his bare arm exposed.

Seconds passed. Then minutes. A full half hour passed, and Hiccup had still not flinched. The others were burning up, sitting so close to the heat source on the last day of school before summer.

If Snotlout had thought that the heat would make Hiccup acquiesce to his request, then he was wrong. Hiccup wasn't going to move or flinch, despite the excruciating pain. He didn't move because he didn't want to give Snotlout the satisfaction, and he thought that he had it coming. Even after half an hour, where the sickening odour of burning skin began to permeate the senses of the four teens in the room, Hiccup refused to move.

All the while Hiccup had been sitting silently, Snotlout had paced. As the minutes ticked by, he became more and more impatient, until at last he strode over to Hiccup and roughly yanked off his prosthetic.

Holding it threateningly above his head, he said, "If you don't answer my question, I'll do to you what you did to me. But I'm stronger than you. You're a clever kid. Work it out."

Hiccup still said nothing. As Snotlout raised the prosthetic ready to deliver the first blow, Hiccup managed to gasp out, "No." Snotlout stopped. "No. I didn't bake them. We... we don't bake. Happy?" Snotlout dropped the prosthetic, his arm hanging limply by his side. Hiccup finally moved away from the radiator, not daring to look at his arm. After he had done so, he retreated back into himself. Astrid and Thorn, sitting opposite Hiccup, could see the side of his arm that had been against the radiator. Both of them wanted to reach out to him, to have some cool cloth to press to the wound, but their hands were bound and they were being watched by the eagle eyes of a maniac with a loaded weapon.

Snotlout moved and began to pace once more, holding the cookies in one hand and Hiccup's bespoke prosthetic in the other. He munched on the cookies, then proceeded to raid the rest of the discarded bags for any remaining food. The teens were growing steadily hungrier, but none of them wanted to ask Snotlout for food. Both their hands were bound, and nobody wanted to ask Snotlout to feed them.

They sat in almost total silence for hours. As the sun began to dip lower and burn painfully into the retinas of Toothless and Hiccup, who were facing the wide windows that ran the length of one wall.

Just as the sun was about to set, a pale face appeared at the door, lit in orange and yellow hues by the dying light. Snotlout saw the face and instantly ran over to the door, brandishing his dark deliverer of death.

"If you come in without my permission, I'll use this to hurt someone in here. And by the time you make it in, there won't be anything you can do. So you'd better pay attention and do exactly as I say. Got it?"

The face nodded meekly.

"Right. I want you to find a couple of pillows and a blanket. Oh, and some kind of coat, and a couple of torches and extra batteries. You've got thirty minutes. Now, shoo." The face hurried down the corridor immediately.

The teens had heard the exchange, and worried glances passed between three of them. Hiccup continued to stare at the floor. He had been in his unresponsive state ever since Snotlout had asked him about the cookies. His arm was red and it looked painful, but he didn't appear to show any sign of pain. He didn't even appear to have heard the exchange at the door.

They sat, shifting regularly as various parts of their bodies became numb, trying to find a comfortable position to lie in with both hands attached to the radiator. Snotlout stood vigil by the door, waiting for the return of the face with one eye on the clock, obsessively counting the minutes that had passed. The teens watched the clock intently too. With each passing minute, the chances that one of them would be injured grew. All of them were hoping with every fibre of their beings that the face would return soon, and that one of them would not have to say their last goodbyes.

The minute hand ticked around ten minutes after the departure of the face. Then twenty. Then twenty five. By this point, the teens were shifting nervously, wondering what had become of the face at the door. Had they just run and left them here to die in this classroom? To spend their final hours, pathetic and helpless, slowly dehydrating and not even able to receive the hug or warm touch of one they love?

Four of the five had been watching the clock as it began its count up to half an hour, the clock itself oblivious that with each one of its ticks one of the warm bodies in the room was closer to becoming a cold one.

All five of them were watching as the clock ticked few the final seconds until the half hour deadline. All five of them were watching as the clock ticked _past _the half hour deadline.

As the final second slipped away with no real ceremony, Snotlout whirled to face the group.

"Time's up," he said with a maniacal grin and a hysterical laugh. "Now, which one of you would look the best with a hole in?"

"I would," said the fifth clock watcher. He had emerged from his shell to sacrifice his own wellbeing for the others one last time. "I think somewhere on my chest would look quite nice, actually."

"Ah, the hero emerges. Sacrificing yourself so that the others might live, hm?"

"Have you got a problem with my selflessness?"

"Actually, yeah, I do. Killing you would mean that I'd have no motive for keeping the rest of them here," he replied, waving the gun carelessly at the others. Toothless flinched when it flicked over his body once or twice, relaxing when it returned to its user's side once more. "And so, much as you may want to die, I can't kill you. Partly because then I'd have to give the rest of you up, and partly because you'd just welcome my mercy. So you're going to live. You're going to suffer for a long time to come."

"Is that a promise?"

"Not necessarily. I suppose I might kill you later on, if I feel like it. But not now. No, there are plenty of other corpses that could be made right now, and yours isn't on the list."

He paced along the line of sitting teens, stopping suddenly before one of them. "I think you'll make for a _stunning_ corpse. You know, I've never understood why you stuck with that scrawny idiot when you could have had me. I'm everything he isn't- strong, attractive, sporty… the list is endless."

"You don't see, do you? It works both ways. Everything you aren't, Hiccup is. He's brave, selfless, smart… your traits are merely narcissistic and superficial. You can change them pretty easily. Not like being smart. You can't just take some pill and become a genius. You have to work at it. All the things Hiccup is, they have to be worked for. They actually _mean _something. They're not just the makings of a vain bully with a few muscles. I don't care for guys who openly flaunt their own strengths. People who rely on looks alone are too shallow to find the true person behind the mask. People like you, who only want me for my looks, not really caring for what I truly am inside. You want the truth? You disgust me."

"Quite the feisty one for a girl tied to a radiator who can't fight back, aren't you? Well, you're going to regret your strong opinions one day." He paused for a moment. "Well, actually, you're going to regret them right now." Snotlout raised the gun, levelling it at a point on Astrid's chest. Astrid herself didn't look at the gun, at the gaping chasm of death staring her down, but instead at Snotlout's green eyes, matching his insane expression with her own of defiance.

He stared back at her for a moment, then unfocused his gaze slightly; Astrid saw this moment of weakness, and saw that there was still some humanity behind the insane outward appearance. There was still something left that could be saved.

Such a shame that she wouldn't live long enough to save him from himself. That she would have to fall foul of the man that she could have helped. That she would have to die for a cause that was not her own.

As Snotlout's eyes focused on an imaginary object some distance behind the wall, she felt a strange sense of calm overcoming her. She did not flinch or shiver, she did not show any sign of fear; she didn't really have any fear to show. Even though she had been hoping to live a long and fulfilling life, Astrid had found enough fulfilment over the past year to make her content with the impact she'd made on the world. And if it was her time, there was nothing she could do about it.

As Snotlout began to slowly squeeze the trigger, Astrid did not close her eyes. She wanted to leave the world with a final glimpse of it imprinted upon her final conscious thought, before the white ether swallowed her up and Death became her friend.

When the sudden triple banging noise came, Astrid felt no pain. She moved slightly, glancing down at her body, seeing it intact. Her lifeblood was not spilling out from her. She was still alive. Astrid let out a huge sigh of relief. No matter how accepting of death a person was, nobody really wants to die, and Astrid was no different.

Snotlout looked at the weapon in his hands, taking his finger from the trigger for a moment. He glanced backwards. To the relief of everyone in the room (even, to the others' surprise, Snotlout) the small, pale face had returned, the white moon of their features a beacon of hope to the hostages.

A small hand was raised, brandishing the supplies Snotlout had demanded. He strode to the door, yanking it open and grabbing the blankets, coats and torches.

"Thank you. You'd be kind enough to keep clear of here for as long as I say so, and bring us whatever we want in future, hm?"

The face only nodded once more before hurrying away.

Snotlout turned to the others. "Looks like you'll live to fight another day, Astrid." Glancing out of the window at the dark sky, he added, "Whew, it's getting dark. Guess I'll take a nap for a while. Don't go anywhere!" He walked over to the corner near enough to the radiator that he'd get some of its warmth, but far enough away that he couldn't be touched by any of the teens tied to it. Placing a couple of blankets and pillows down, he laid on the floor and rolled around until he found a comfortable position. Keeping the torches and batteries by his side, he said, "Sweet dreams."

Hiccup, Toothless, Astrid and Thorn sat in silence, waiting for the breathing of Snotlout to slow down and indicate a sleeping state. When, after half an hour, gentle snores began to emanate from Snotlout, the teens began to talk in whispered voices.

"Hiccup. _Hiccup,_" Thorn whispered as loudly as she dared. Hiccup didn't move, didn't respond. Thorn sighed.

"Astrid. Astrid. We need to do something."

"Do what?"

"Escape."
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Plans

Hiccup's head twitched slightly at the word. Thorn hoped she'd found the one thought that would override his overwhelming desire for self- sacrifice; the thought of escape was a powerful one for him, as it was a way to get his friends out of danger.

"Yeah, but how?" Astrid asked.

"Uh... I was kinda hoping we could all figure something out. How far can you all move about?"

The four of them strained at their bonds; Thorn's struggles were exacerbating her already raw wrists, but for escape, there wasn't much she wouldn't do.

"I can only go thith far," Toothless said, stretching out his short legs and extending his arms as far as possible. He could almost toe the nearest chair.

"I might be able to reach that bag... dammit!" Hiccup's exclamation was directed at his missing limb, for had not been missing, he would have been able to hook the bay and grab some of the stuff within it. Maybe some food. The four of them were becoming more famished and parched as the hours went on, and it was evident- all four of them now spoke in softer, rasping voices, often licking their bone-dry lips to try and suck an atom more moisture from their sandpaper tongues. The low grumble of an empty stomach was also frequent, and the protests grew louder as the time passed.

"Can any of you guys see my leg?" he asked. The four of them looked around frantically, searching for a glimpse of the exquisitely crafted meld of wood and metal. Thorn's eagle eyes were the fastest and the most keen, and so she was the first to cry out, "there!" and motion with her foot to a spot right next to Snotlout. It was almost completely concealed under a discarded coat, but the metal foot was just visible between the folds of material.

"Great. How are we going to get to that?" Hiccup said despondently.

"It may not be as difficult as you think," Astrid replied. "Unlike all you shorties, I actually have some height, and I bet I could reach it, easy. The only problem is grabbing it and getting it back here without waking him up."

"Ah. Then maybe you should just leave it. Maybe he'll knock it when he gets up tomorrow, and then tomorrow night we can grab it."

"Do you really think we'll all still be here tomorrow?" Thorn asked sharply, her stark truth cutting through the noise and silencing them all instantly. "I mean, it's not like he's going to give us food or anything. One of us has to be the first."

"Oh, what a sunny attitude you've got there," Hiccup replied sarcastically.

"I'm just being honest with myself. There's no use being optimistic all the time because you can never see a problem until it runs up and smacks you in the face. And I'm pretty sure that when death smacks you in the face, it's not a slap you'll be getting back up from quickly."

"Well, maybe you should keep your pessimism to yourself. We don't all need to hear it."

"But then how would you know your plan was stupid if I didn't point it out beforehand?"

"That's the point. I wouldn't have known, we'd have gone ahead with it, and everything-"

"Would have gone wrong," Thorn finished.

"No, I was going to say that everything would have been fine. You just had to go in and throw a spanner in the works, didn't you?"

"Me? You're blaming me now? Well, if you hadn't turned up in the first place then none of this would have happened. If your stupid mother hadn't got herself killed in that car crash, and you didn't have a train wreck of a father- son relationship, and if you still had two legs, then I'd be living my life completely oblivious to everything like this. I'd be happy. I wouldn't be hurting. I wouldn't be chained to this stupid radiator, about to starve to death because of something I didn't do. No, Hiccup, it's all your fault."

"Thorn?" Astrid and Hiccup both said in disbelief. Thorn's face was a mixture of eclectic rage and unbridled fury, and her reddened expression was directed only one way.

"What did you just do?" Astrid asked, watching as one friend's explosion had blown apart the other. She watched as the previously active Hiccup froze once more, his breathing slowing and his expression clouding over, leaving no trace of his personality in his outward appearance.

"Oh, my god. I didn't... it's just that we're all here, and it's getting a bit too much... I didn't mean any of it. Hiccup?"

Hiccup just sat there, glassy eyes staring at nothing.

"Hiccup, I know I can't take back what I just said, but I really didn't mean them. If you hadn't come, then I'd be living in a dark world devoid of laughter and love and happiness. I'd be alone and afraid, without anyone to step with me through the dark times and lead me into the lighter ones, then live and laugh with me through those better times. I don't care that I'm stuck here, possibly dying, because I'm stuck here with you, and there's no place I'd rather be than by your side."

"I'm glad I'm here too," Astrid said softly.

"Me too," Toothless added.

Toothless' words were followed by a long and tense silence. No voices were heard; only the wheezing and rasping of each inhalation and exhalation from the teens. The three of them watched Hiccup expectantly, waiting for what he would say.

Finally, he spoke. "I'm... glad to be here with you too. There's nowhere I'd rather be either. If you guys want to get yourselves stuck to a radiator and end up starving to death, then I'll be right there with you." His final comment drew a few small laughs from the teens. They had been so close to emotional breakdown that they had needed something light-hearted to bring them back from the brink of collapse.

"I wish I could hug you guys right now," Hiccup added once the laughter had subsided.

"Me too. But let's save it for when we get out of here, yeah?" Thorn replied with a smile. She was glad to see that her angry outburst had already seemingly been forgotten.

"Now, Astrid, why don't you try and get me my leg?"

At his words, Astrid stretched out her foot, tentatively reaching for Hiccup's leg. She couldn't quite reach the first time, and had to pull in her leg slowly and readjust her position, lying as flat to the ground as she could, her shoulders being pulled uncomfortably close together by the ties.

The second time, the tip of her trainer just nudged the metal. The coat dislodged slightly, and the rustle of the material seemed deafening in the silent, moonlit room. Astrid froze, and they all held their breath. Not a single person dared to make any sort of noise. Their eyes were riveted on Snotlout, who just kept on breathing slowly and deeply, his slumber deep and undisturbed.

"That was close," Thorn said. Her voice was barely even a whisper. The noise, which was probably no louder than the gentle puffs of wind that gusted outside, had left them terrified for their safety.

"Uh huh," Astrid breathed back. She began to move her foot once more, inching ever closer painstakingly slowly once more. This time, she tried a different tack. Placing her foot firmly down on the coat, she then gently began to drag it back towards her in the hope that the prosthetic would come too. The coat began to slip across the floor, making a soft swooshing noise as it did so. The prosthetic was mostly underneath the coat but, to Astrid's delight, a corner of the coat just rested underneath Hiccup's leg. She allowed a faint smile to break through her frown of concentration, her foot still firmly pressed down, guiding the coat and prosthetic towards her.

She got not more than half way before the prosthetic slipped from the sparse coat corner and rolled onto the ground. It clinked slightly before coming to rest, and this slight disturbance sent their eyes frantically towards the sight of the sleeping Snotlout. Luck was on their side- Snotlout was a heavy sleeper, and it would take a much louder noise than that to wake him.

Collectively sighing with relief, Astrid tried to reach for the prosthetic with her feet, grabbing it in a pincer movement and lifting it just clear of the linoleum. She carefully brought it close to Hiccup, swivelling around carefully, and dropped it into his lap.

"Yes. You did it!" Hiccup exclaimed triumphantly, before addressing a problem he had not considered until now.

"Uh... how am I supposed to get it on?"

"Oh. Well... if you wait until one of us gets free, then we can free you guys as well," Thorn replied.

"And how are you planning on freeing yourself?"

Thorn looked around her. There wasn't anything that she could use to break the ties; Snotlout had ensured that by moving everything well out of their reach. Or so he thought.

She looked back over at Hiccup, and at once an idea leapt to the front of her mind.

"Doesn't your leg have nails in it? For grip?"

"Yeah, but I don't know how sharp they are."

"Can you get it over to me?" Thorn asked eagerly. Hiccup hesitantly nodded before trying to grip the prosthetic between his legs. He hissed when he applied pressure to the prosthetic, gently dropping it back down onto the floor with the barest of sounds.

"I can't lift it. And even if I could, I wouldn't be able to get it to you anyway; my leg's not long enough."

"Here, let me get it for you," Astrid broke in, deftly reaching out and grabbing the prosthetic. She lifted it up, then asked Thorn, "Where do you want it?"

"Somewhere near my hands would be good. I want to use the nails to saw through the ties."

"Okay, I'll try." Astrid gently manoeuvred her feet, tightly pressed against Hiccup's leg, towards Thorn's bound hands. As she was about to begin to move it down into position, it jolted slightly, Astrid's feet lost their grip, and the prosthetic came down to earth with a bang. Astrid gasped, sure that the noise would wake Snotlout. She was right- he definitely seemed to be slowly waking.

"God, this is turning into a bit of a disaster," she said.

"We need a plan, and we need to get out of here," Hiccup replied urgently. "Thorn, you start getting yourself out; just make sure you listen to the plan too. Go!"

At his words, Thorn shuffled round awkwardly, trying to bring the nail into contact with the ties binding her hands to the radiator. She continued to struggle frantically whilst the others finalised their plan.

"Right. As soon as Thorn's got herself out, she's going to free us, too. After that, we take Snotlout's gun and the supplies he's not lying on, and we leave. Then, we get the key and lock him in here. Sound good?"

"What happenth if he waketh up?" Toothless asked.

"Well, that's why we have to work fast. That noise definitely disturbed him, and we have no idea about how much longer he'll be sleeping. Hopefully, we'll have enough time to get out of here."

"You're basing your whole plan on the hope that Snotlout doesn't wake up?" Astrid said skeptically.

"Uh, yeah, I guess I am. But if you've got any better plans, I'd love to hear them." Hiccup looked at her expectantly. Astrid looked down, shaking her head minutely.

She looked over at Thorn. "How are you doing?"

"I think I've managed to line it up. Is it cutting through?" she replied.

Astrid peered at Thorn's hands closely, craning her neck to get a better view. "Um… yeah, I think it's working…" She was unsure because of the oblique angle her head was tilted at.

"Just keep working at it. We'll see if it's working if the tie breaks!" Hiccup said encouragingly.

From there, it was a tense and silent wait for Thorn to make progress. They sat, attention only half on Thorn's progress through the tie, staring intently at Snotlout and hoping that he would stay asleep for those few extra moments after they had freed themselves to allow them to make their escape. As more and more time passed, their attention was also drawn to the windows, and the pale dawn beginning to creep closer and drive away the dark.

When the sun's first light lanced into the room, casting millions of tiny dust particles in its ray, the teens looked quickly to Snotlout, hoping that the extra brightness did not penetrate too far into his semi- consciousness. Thorn was still sawing quickly away, her movements sped up by the appearance of the sun.

"Are you almotht there?" Toothless asked nervously. He was winding his fingers around and around each other in anticipation of freedom. His words were greeted by a gentle snap, and the sudden emergence of Thorn's hands from behind her back. She grinned at the group before looking down and rubbing her wrists.

"Wow, that feels so good," she whispered, before getting slowly to her feet and stretching her cramped legs.

"We're still tied up, you know," Hiccup pointed out, interrupting Thorn from her luxuriating.

"Oh, right, sorry," she replied, hastily grabbing Hiccup's prosthetic and starting to saw through Hiccup's ties. Having two hands in front of her made the task much easier, and Hiccup's hands were soon free. He pulled his arms away immediately, before wincing and inhaling sharply.

"You okay?" Toothless asked, concerned.

"Yeah, fine, I just remembered my arm." He turned to face Toothless, who saw the red mess that was Hiccup's arm and flinched away. Hiccup pretended not to notice, but turned his left side away from Toothless and towards the others. He looked at Thorn, who was just standing there, staring out of the window.

"What are you waiting for?" he hissed. "Get the others out before he wakes up!" Thorn, galvanised into action, quickly bent down and began hacking at Astrid's bonds. Hiccup shuffled over, and the four of them had all their attention focused on the task.

At least, their attention was focused on the task until they heard the cold click of a gun cocking and a cruel voice speaking, "And what do we have here?" Thorn had frozen where she stood, Hiccup's prosthetic still poised over the bonds securing Astrid to the radiator. She didn't dare to turn her head and face her captor.

Snotlout leaned in closer. "Are you trying to escape?" he asked, as if it wasn't the most obvious thing in the world.

"What do you think?" Hiccup replied scathingly. He reached towards Thorn, gesturing for his prosthetic; Thorn slowly moved her arm to hold it out to him, but the leg was intercepted by a meaty fist and snatched from Hiccup's grasping hands.

"I think I'll be having that, thank you very much," he said, lifting the prosthetic clear of the group. He had seemingly forgotten that two of their number were, in fact, no longer secured to the radiator; Thorn moved first, following the path of Hiccup's prosthetic with her body as well as her eyes. She tried to duck under his arm to retrieve it, but was only rewarded with a stunning blow to the head from Snotlout's elbow. She stumbled, falling to her knees mere inches from the prosthetic, but her mind was fuzzy and her senses confused. Swaying slightly, she tried to reach out for it, but only succeeded in falling face down onto the ground.

"You're not getting it," Snotlout said to the face down figure. He shoved his hand into his pocket and brought out another tie. "Put this on," he ordered Hiccup. Hiccup took the tie and shuffled back across to the radiator, turning it down surreptitiously as he did so. Thankfully, Snotlout didn't notice. He cinched it tight, at which point Snotlout had to take his eyes from the girls for a moment; unfortunately for them, even though Snotlout's eyes wavered, the black single eye of the gun remained resolutely pointed at them. He quickly fastened Hiccup to the radiator, standing and moving once he had done so in one graceful motion.

He moved towards Astrid and bent down, finishing the job that Thorn had started, but had never completed. As soon as her wrists snapped free she whirled and tried to strike Snotlout, but coming face to face with the gun barrel stopped her cold.

Snotlout grabbed Astrid's arm and hauled her to her feet. "Oh, your skin is so smooth, your face so unblemished. Sure you don't want to change your mind about me?" he asked, his face contorted into a malicious grin. Astrid shook her head firmly, to which Snotlout only dragged her towards Thorn and said, "Get her up. You're coming with me." Out of deference to the deadly weapon tightly grasped in Snotlout's fist, she gently took Thorn's arm and, with some encouragement, got her to her feet. Once she was there, a little unsteady but otherwise unharmed, Snotlout led them both to the locked door of the classroom. On the way he instructed Thorn and Astrid to pick up as many bags as they could carry. Soon, their arms were sagging from the weight of food and textbooks. Snotlout placed Hiccup's prosthetic on top of one of the piles, like a comical flag.

Nobody laughed but Snotlout, his hysterical cries echoing around the room and whispering back to them long after Snotlout himself had silenced.

He yelled out to whoever might be sitting and waiting for his emergence from the room. "I'm coming out now, and I've got two hostages with me. Don't try and come forward, because I will shoot them. They're going to stand on either side of me, so you won't be able to hit me without hitting them. I'm going to walk across the hall and into the classroom opposite, then I'm going to lock myself in there. I am also locking the door to this room so you cannot get in and rescue the other two. If you have heard and understood, bang something three times." A few seconds passed before a faint banging noise could be heard. The three teens by the door counted the bangs. One, two, three.

Snotlout turned to the others. "I'll be back in a moment," he said, before turning the key in the lock and pulling open the door. He pulled Astrid close to one side of him and Thorn to the other, then quickly crossed the narrow corridor, entering the opposite room. Flicking the light switch, a poky old classroom was revealed; it was seldom used because of its small size, and its age meant that there was an abundance of pipes and beams to secure hostages to.

Snotlout pushed the two girls over to the nearest pipe and kicked their legs out from beneath them, sending them to the floor. "Don't think for a moment that just because you're girls I won't be more lenient with you," he said menacingly. "Now, tie yourselves up there. Use these," he added, throwing them both a new tie before training the weapon on them. They obeyed, tying one wrist securely to the pipe; after what had happened previously, Thorn did not make the mistake of tying it loosely again. Snotlout inspected the ties, then added two more of his own to securely fasten the girls to the pipe. Grabbing the multitude of bags the girls had collected, he backed away slowly, not taking his eyes of either of them for a moment. When his left hand, wandering behind him, found a chair, he settled into it, before leaning forward and grabbing the first book he came across in the bags now strewn across the floor. Returning back to his upright position, he slouched and opened the book to its first pages.

Looking over the top of the book for a moment, he added, "Don't go anywhere."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Yes, Snotlout is going to remain very OOC for the rest of this section. But there is a point to it all, I promise. Don't forget- I love to hear what you think, whether good or bad!**


	22. 2-3: The Calm Before The Storm

**50 reviews! I really want to thank you for reading, reviewing and supporting me all the way. A writer is nothing without the support of the people around them. **

* * *

><p><span>The Calm Before The Storm<span>

Hiccup and Toothless remained silent for a while after Snotlout snatched the two girls and incarcerated them in another room. Hiccup sat, feeling the pain in his arm in time with each beat of his heart; Toothless stared at the floor, trying to find some meaning or image in the speckled linoleum below.

"So, seeing as we're here..." Hiccup began.

"What?" Toothless asked.

"Can I ask you a question?"

"You jutht did, but I'll let you athk another one," he replied with a small smile.

Hiccup sighed inwardly with relief. At least he'd managed to bring a smile to the lips of a boy who was stuck in a nightmare with no hope of escape. Right now, it seemed to Hiccup that the only escape from this bad dream was death, and that was hardly favourable. "Where did all your teeth go?"

"Ith that it?" he said, a little disbelieving. "I thought you were going to athk thomething a lot worthe than that." Seeing Hiccup's tentative nod, he continued. "I don't know. I can't remember having teeth in my mouth. And I can't remember not being called Toothleth, either."

"So... is your name actually Toothless?"

"Um, yeth. I think my mother changed it when I was very young, and I can't recall having any other name. I'd thay it wath weird, but I'm talking to a guy called Hiccup, tho..."

"Hey! If I could come over there right now, you'd be in for it," he threatened playfully.

"What? It'th a weird name!"

"Not as weird as Toothless," Hiccup shot back.

"Yeah, but at leatht my name dethcribeth what I am."

"So does mine, I guess. I know I'm a hiccup. My father always wanted a big strong boy, and instead he gets lumped with me. The runt of the litter who can't do sports and has no muscles to speak of. I think that's why he called me Hiccup, because he wanted the world to forever know that I was his failed offspring, and to show me up to any siblings I may have. Of course, the sibling thing never happened, but the name still stuck."

"I don't have any thiblings either..." Toothless trailed off, unsure of how to continue.

Hiccup thought for a moment. You could almost see the gears in his brain whirring tirelessly around, coming up with new ideas and inventions. "Well, how about we play a game? To keep us from going insane in here."

"Yeah, okay. What game do you want to play?" Toothless replied.

"I was thinking we could play Question Time," Hiccup said, thinking on his feet.

"Never heard of it."

"No, I doubt you would have done, since I only made it up about thirty seconds ago," Hiccup replied with a small smile.

"Well, all right. How do you play?"

"It's pretty simple. We just take it in turns to ask one another questions, anything you like. You're allowed to pass on three questions, but, each time you pass, on the other player's next turn they get to ask you two questions instead of one, and you're not allowed to pass either of them. Get it?"

"Uh... I gueth," he replied uncertainly. "Any more ruleth you'd like to think up on the thpot?"

"Oh, yeah, and you're not allowed to ask the same question twice. Right. You first. Ask something."

Toothless thought for a long time. Finally, he said, "Have you ever kithed anyone?"

Hiccup rolled his eyes at him and thought about what a waste of a question that was, then answered with, "Yes. Have you?"

"Hey! You didn't anthwer my quethtion!"

"Yes I did. You just asked whether I've kissed anyone, and I said yes. If you'd wanted more information, you should have been more specific. Anyway. Have you ever kissed anyone?"

"No," Toothless replied, being as closed as Hiccup. "Who was your first kith and what wath it like?"

"Thorn, and it was... unexpected, I guess. You know, you can ask stuff more than just stupid immature boy questions." Toothless nodded. "Okay, so... describe your parents to me."

"What for?"

"I asked you the question, and you can still pass if you want."

"Okay, why did you athk that?"

"Because I felt like it. You don't need a reason to ask a question, because the point of a question is to find a reason for something."

"Fine." Toothless was clearly a little put out by this. "My mum had black hair like mine and blue eyeth which obviouthly aren't, and my dad had really dark brown hair and green eyeth. My dad wath tall but pretty fat, and my mum wath of pretty average height and really thin. Like, if thhe turned to the thide, you wouldn't be able to thee her at all."

"Had? Was? Your parents are… aren't here anymore?" Hiccup hadn't missed a thing.

"It'th okay, Hiccup. I don't mind thaying it anymore. They're dead. They died when I wath theven."

"How?" Hiccup asked.

"Uh- uh," Toothless replied, shaking his head slightly. "You've already athked two questionth, tho now I get to athk two. What are your parentth like?"

"Well, my dad's got a Scottish accent and a huge red beard, and he's built like a house; my mother was the same, except she had really long blonde plaits and she was always smiling and happy, even on the darkest of days. My dad's more of a realist- he likes to see things how they really are and not kid himself. I guess it's just because of everything that's happened, he needs that acceptance of reality to get through it all."

"When you thay 'everything that'th happened', do you mean everything at the thcool and with your leg?"

"Sort of, yeah. It was almost as hard for him to get through as it was for me. On that first day after I woke up in the hospital, I yelled at him for choosing to cut off my leg, because I was too shocked by the reality of it all to accept that he'd tried to do the right thing. I didn't realise it at the time that he did an impossible thing, but a wonderful thing, to try and keep me alive and spare me as much suffering as possible. When I yelled at him, I think I knocked him down pretty hard, because it took him almost as long as me to get back up again. I guess it's just when your own son, your own flesh and blood, rejects you and attacks you like that, it's really below the belt."

Despite Hiccup's extensive answer, Toothless could sense that there was something else underneath Hiccup's sarcastic exterior. But he had asked his allowance of questions, and would have to wait his turn. Instead, he merely said, "Your turn."

"How did your parents die?" he asked simply.

Toothless didn't hesitate. "They were knifed." Hiccup looked a little shocked, so he expanded a bit. "I wath in bed and meant to be athleep, and they'd gone out for a dinner together. They were thelebrating their anniverthary, and when they walked down the road by the bar after dinner, a mathked guy walked patht and thtabbed them both. Firtht I knew of it wath when the police came knocking and took me away to a fothter home without any explanation. All I knew wath that my parenth were dead; it took me two yearth to find out how they died." Toothless paused for a moment, considering his next question, until he recalled the way Hiccup had phrased an answer and inspiration flew into his brain. "What happened to your mum?" he asked.

"Pass," was all Hiccup said, and the rules of the game meant Toothless couldn't ask again.

"Why?" Toothless asked this time.

"I don't have to explain it," Hiccup said irritatedly, before seeing Toothless' face and providing a brief explanation. "I'm not as accepting as you about that stuff. I'm sorry."

"Okay. Your turn," he said quietly, instantly accepting of Hiccup's excuse.

Hiccup looked relieved. He was glad that Toothless was so understanding. Then he realised- Toothless could understand because he'd been through the same thing, and that was no thing for a child to have to endure. He was glad of the understanding between them, but saddened that he should be able to empathise with him.

"Do you ever miss them?" he asked.

"I uthed to a lot, like every day, but over time it fadeth. I think it'th actually kind of thad, how I can barely remember my parenth' fathes anymore, or how I can't even recall their voithes. I can't remember what they thounded like, Hiccup. And it'th freeing to not have to remember them every day, but it altho hurtth tho much becauthe you think you thould be remembering them. There'th this poem I read, ageth ago, and it wath about remembering. I think it wath actually called Remember, and it'th thtuck in my head becauthe it taught me that thometimeth, it'th okay to forget thingth. I'll find it for you, and you thould read it. Maybe it'll help you get over thome thtuff."

"Yeah, thanks," was all Hiccup said, barely a whisper to the linoleum.

"Okay. Now I get to athk two quethtions," Toothless said, almost gleefully. He was really beginning to enjoy this. Usually, he couldn't get a word in edgeways in conversation, and, whenever he did, he was always too quiet, or they couldn't understand his words and they mocked him for it. He was the outcast of his year, like Hiccup was the outcast of his; they weren't hugely aware of it, but inside, they were one and the same. Toothless was also enjoying the freedom of speech that he had, and how Hiccup was not afraid to ask the tougher and deeper questions. It was comforting to see that there was another person who tried hard to care about the deeper person within him, rather than just the immature, lisping boy on the outside. His usually quiet and secretive nature was slowly being dented by Hiccup, and he was gradually becoming more extroverted. Maybe he would never make it to being really outgoing and enthusiastic, but Toothless hoped to come out of his shell enough to get someone in his year to talk to him and endure him for more than thirty seconds, and be around him out of choice rather than necessity.

"First quethtion: if you could talk to animalth, which one would you talk to and befriend?"

"Um... I'm not sure. Can it be any animal? Like, even ones that might not exist?"

"If you want."

"Then... I guess I'd go with dragon. Or maybe a massive bird. Or a Pegasus."

"Quethtion two: why?"

"Because I want to be able to fly above everything and look down and see the world, and dragons breathe fire and all so I'd stay warm up there, and I'd have done something special by befriending a dragon, because nobody else has even /seen one, and they live a long time so I'd be able to talk to him for ever, and we could be deadly partners in crime." Hiccup's words rushed out from him, as if they'd been pent up for a long time and they were yearning to be free. "If you were stuck on a desert island, what five things would you take with you?"

Toothless thought for a moment. "My teddy, called Teddy-"

"Really?" Hiccup said jokingly.

"I wathn't exthactly imaginative ath a kid, okay? Anyway, I'd take my teddy, a whole heap of bookth, my photo album, my betht friend and a dithtreth thignal to ethcape the island with." The final item on his list was accompanied with a slight upturning of his mouth. "What wath your first kith like? I mean, like how did it happen?"

"You're going back to immature boy questions?"

"Well, I'm an immature boy, tho why not? And bethideth, I want to know."

Hiccup smiled, then recounted the brief tale of his first proper kiss. "I was meant to be revising at Thorn's, but we got into a pillow fight and then there were feathers everywhere and I don't know how it happened but we just ended up sitting next to each other and kissing. And it was so random and unexpected, but it just felt so... right. You know, this is a really great release," he replied, unable to stop himself from grinning wildly.

"At leatht we're not terrified for our liveth anymore," Toothless noted, grinning back.

"Aw, man, you just ruined my moment. I just remembered our mortal peril."

"You don't _have_ to remember. Athk me a quethtion."

"Okay. Uh... who's the best friend you'd take with you to the desert island?"

"You," Toothless said instantly. Before Hiccup could have a moment to process his word, he added, "Do you regret thaving me?"

"Um..." Hiccup faltered for a moment. He had been thrown by Toothless' admission that he was his best friend; he didn't realise that he had meant so much to the young boy. "I... I guess I don't. I've told you before that my well being is nothing when compared with your life. I'd run into that fire time and time again if there were other people to be saved. I'm not trying to be brave or get recognition or anything, actually exactly the opposite- I want to be able to fade back into the background after I've done my job and let the real brave people take over. Unfortunately, nobody's letting me fade into the background. I've been shoved into the limelight too much for my liking. What's the bravest thing you've done?"

"Path," Toothless replied, until a questioning look from Hiccup made him add, "It'th thtupid! You'd laugh!"

"What makes you so sure?" Hiccup asked.

"Becauthe... becauthe I jutht know it, okay?"

"I'm your friend. And everything we've said inside this room will stay inside this room. I promise nobody will ever know of what you say to me today."

Toothless looked left and right, apparently facing a difficult decision. He opened his mouth a few times as if to begin talking, then closed it again without speaking a word. Hiccup merely remained still, not quite meeting Toothless' gaze and trying to remain as non- committal as possible. He didn't want to force Toothless into telling him anything.

After five minutes of Toothless' internal debate, he finally spoke. "Okay. The bravetht thing I've done ith when I ethcaped from the children'th home to go and thee my parentth' graveth. You probably think that'th really thtupid and not brave and everything, but I haven't done many brave thingth in my lifetime like you have."

Hiccup looked thoughtful as he spoke his next words. "It's not stupid. You wanted to see your parents again, and I'm pretty sure escaping from somewhere counts as a pretty daring thing to do in anybody's book."

"That'th the thing. I didn't really ethcape. The door was unlocked- alI I had to do wath remain thtealthy."

Hiccup's mouth formed a tiny o for a split second before he recovered and said, "Sneaking out is still brave. I mean, what would you have done if you were discovered?"

"Um... curthed my bad luck, motht probably," he replied. "I didn't really have a backup plan."

"I don't see why I'd think that stupid at all. Any of it."

"Becauthe... becauthe you're you!" Toothless exclaimed.

"I'm... me? Where did you get this information?" Hiccup asked jokingly, but Toothless was not in the mood for a laugh.

"I'm not joking! Thith ith therious, Hiccup!"

"Okay." Hiccup's face resumed a mostly indifferent expression. "What do you mean?"

"I didn't want to tell you becauthe even though you're my betht friend and there ithn't hardly anything I wouldn't thay to or for you I thought that becauthe you've done tho much brave thtuff and you've lotht your leg and you're a hero and everything you wouldn't think that my bravetht moment wath very brave at all and that you'd laugh at me for it." Toothless spoke in a rush without a pause, like the thoughts had been hindered and had finally broken through the dam of denial to be projected towards Hiccup.

"You didn't want to tell me because you were afraid that the stuff I've done before has changed me?" Toothless nodded meekly. "Toothless, I'm no different to who I was when I first met you in the fire. Sure, I was still all here back then, but losing a leg doesn't make you a hero." As Toothless appeared about to interrupt, he continued. "No, just hear me out. I know you're probably thinking that it's not that, but the way I became a hero afterwards; it's the fact that I did something apparently brave and I've been recognised for it that makes you afraid. But I didn't ask for any of it. I didn't want fame and fortune; I just wanted to keep you alive. And let me tell you: I wasn't very heroic when I woke up afterwards."

"You weren't?" Toothless asked.

"No, pretty much the opposite, actually. I hated everything- my dad, my life, my body- and I just wanted to go away, away to a different place where reality hadn't happened. I didn't eat, didn't sleep; I just wanted the suffering to be over. I didn't want to talk to anyone or see anything other than myself, because then I'd forget what a failure I was."

"But you weren't a failure. You _were_ a hero," Toothless started.

"I know that now, but you have to understand that I didn't think that way back then. I guess that, in a way, you were right. This did change me. It nearly sent me to my grave, Toothless, and even then was I just barely pulled away from it. I didn't want to show the world what a failure I was. I wasn't brave, I was just a broken kid who tried to do the right thing but only ended up punished for it, and it almost destroyed me. Really, I didn't handle it bravely or stoically, or whatever you might think. I was a coward, too afraid to face the truth. That's what I was, Toothless, a coward, and now I've got to make amends. We've got to finish this and get away from Snotlout so I can fix what I've started, clean up this mess, and make a start on making up for my cowardice. Are you with me?"

Toothless stared hard into Hiccup's eyes for a second which seemed like an hour, then suddenly his face softened and he said, "Of course." He grinned, displaying his empty gums, and Hiccup grinned and laughed too.

"You know, I think we might be having too much fun right now, considering we're chained to a radiator."

"I wouldn't call it fun. More... trying to forget out current thituation," Toothless replied. "And you jutht made me remember our thituation, tho it's not much fun anymore."

Hiccup looked a little crestfallen. "Oh. Sorry. Anything I can do to make you forget we're here?"

"You could tell me all thothe thtories about what'th been happening..." Toothless replied.

Hiccup didn't hesitate. "Which one would you like first?"

"Um... the one you told Thorn and Athtrid yethterday morning?"

"Okay." And Hiccup proceeded to tell Toothless the story of the police station and Snotlout. The only sound that filled the room was the quiet tone of Hiccup's voice as Toothless sat, enraptured.

The sun dragged itself across the sky and deposited its light to another part of the world, and the boys continued to talk and share stories like they were just two friends having a sleepover. All thought of Snotlout and their situation was forgotten for those few blissful and oblivious hours.

* * *

><p>I didn't know it at the time, but Toothless and I had spent those last few hours wisely. We'd taken a moment to live in happiness, when all that life wanted to give to us was sadness, pain and heartbreak. For those last hours, I was happy and ignorant of any thought of Snotlout or our situation.<p>

I just wish it had stayed that way for a little longer.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: For any of you who are curious, this is the poem, entitled Remember, that I referenced:**

**Remember me when I am gone away,  
>Gone far away into the silent land;<br>When you can no more hold me by the hand,  
>Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay.<br>Remember me when no more day by day  
>You tell me of our future that you plann'd:<br>Only remember me; you understand  
>It will be late to counsel then or pray.<br>Yet if you should forget me for a while  
>And afterwards remember, do not grieve:<br>For if the darkness and corruption leave  
>A vestige of the thoughts that once I had,<br>Better by far you should forget and smile  
>Than that you should remember and be sad. <strong>

**Christina Georgina Rossetti (and all credit for this poem goes to her)**

**I hope you enjoyed this chapter, I know it's been a little longer but school kept on getting in the way. Don't forget to tell me what you think!**


	23. 2-4: Storm's Arrival

Storm's Arrival

Suddenly the door to the classroom swung open, banging angrily against the wall. Thorn appeared, looking frantically for Hiccup and Toothless.

"What on earth are you-"

BOOM.

The discharge of the gun echoed loudly across the corridor, reverberating all around. The bullet was closely followed by Snotlout, who sprinted the few steps into the room yelling, "Did I get her?"

"Yeah. Yeah, you got me," said Thorn, looking down at one side of her shirt already awash with blood. She staggered slightly then fell to her knees, pressing weakening hands to her side.

"Thorn!" Hiccup yelled as she disappeared from view. He looked to Snotlout. "_Why_? _Why_? She didn't deserve that. You got a problem with me? Shoot me. Not my friends."

"Why shoot you when I can shoot someone else and have two people feel the pain?" he replied cryptically. Hiccup's brow furrowed for a moment, as Snotlout marched over to them. Grasping the tie in one hand, with a little effort he snapped it and freed Hiccup. Hiccup moved his arms to the front, not trying anything because of the weapon pointed at his face; besides, if he did, how was he going to run? He didn't have his prosthetic, but even if he did, Snotlout would easily outpace him.

"Go to her. Do what you want with her, but I doubt she'll survive much longer."

"Not if I can help it," Hiccup replied, beginning to drag himself across to Thorn.

Snotlout passed him easily, pulling the door shut and locking it with only the words, "Don't try and escape, or the other one will be next."

Hiccup scrambled over to Thorn as quickly as he was able. Snotlout hadn't even been kind enough to return his leg to him, making his trip towards Thorn feel like it took an eternity. He reached her side, and she looked up at him and smiled.

"Hey," she said softly, her voice not more than a whisper.

"Hey," Hiccup replied gently. He could feel his eyes beginning to moisten. The sight of her innocent face, smiling up at him whilst her lifeblood spilled out onto the floor below, dug barbs into his heart that viciously tore him apart from the inside. Thorn's eyelids fluttered for a moment, until her eyes opened again and she focused on him once more. Her head was becoming limper, barely able to remain facing ahead. Hiccup grabbed each side of her head and held her often deviating gaze.

"Hey, stay with me, just stay here, okay?"

"Yeah, I'm still here," Thorn replied, her voice barely audible by the end of the sentence. Hiccup looked fearful for a moment as Thorn's eyes closed for a long time. The fear quickly turned into panic as her eyes still didn't open. He tapped her face gently, whispering words only the two of them could hear. In desperation, he pressed Thorn's hands against her side, and she winced and her eyes flew open. Hiccup sighed with relief. "I'm sorry, but I'm going to have to keep your hands there," Hiccup said, trying to maintain a steady pressure.

"It's okay," Thorn whispered. "You know, I've always wanted it to be like this, when the sun is on my face and the one I care about most is by my side."

"You're not going to die. Not if I can help it," Hiccup replied vehemently.

"But it's so perfect. It's like the sun is calling out for me to die. Just let go, Hiccup, let me die in this perfect place."

"No. There will always be another time. Your time isn't up yet, Thorn." He pushed down on her side, and she lifted off the ground, gasping. When she settled back down again, he cautiously lifted his hands from the wound for a moment. There was still a gentle trickle of crimson, but nothing like the blooming patterns that had appeared on her shirt seconds after the shot had been fired. Her shirt was sodden, dyed red with blood, so Hiccup took off his own t- shirt to wad under hers, wincing as he pulled it over his burns. Folding it as best he could, he quickly pushed it over the wound and pressed down.

"Hold on to this. I need something to tie it on with." As soon as he was sure that Thorn was pressing down enough, he pulled himself away, looking for anything in the vicinity that could be used to tie the folded material on with. He struggled around the room quickly, but his eyes never fell upon an easy solution.

"Damn, there's nothing-"

"Would thith help?" Toothless asked, bending his waist up to reveal a belt, tightly cinched.

"Toothless!" Hiccup sighed, irritated. "Yeah, it would be a great help. Couldn't you have told us about it earlier?"

"Well, I can't exthactly get it off mythelf, can I? You'll have to come over here and get it." Groaning slightly, but also thanking whatever might be up there for being on his side for once, he pulled himself over to Toothless, quickly removed the belt and returned to Thorn's side.

Her eyes had closed again. "Hey, eyes open," encouraged Hiccup, and her mismatched irises came to meet his after a few moments. "I've got Toothless' belt, and I'm going to use it to tie on the cloth-"

"What?" Thorn asked.

"I said, I've got Toothless' belt, and-"

"You're using his belt?"

"Uh, yeah, problem?"

"Of _course_! It's _Toothless'_ belt and you're about to let it go near me!"

"Are you okay?" Hiccup asked nervously. He was stressed out and sweating as it was, despite his lack of a shirt; Thorn going crazy could just tip him over the edge.

"Yep. Fine. What are you waiting for?"

"Uh... You don't like the belt?"

"Why wouldn't I? It looks like a lovely belt."

"But... but you just said you didn't want it near you...?"

Thorn looked confused for the tiniest moment, before recovering and saying, "It was a _joke_, Hiccup. I'm trying to make light of things."

If Hiccup had seen the confusion, he didn't show it. "Well, you sure pick your moments. I'm not sure if this is something to be laughed off. I'm going to need to check if it went straight through," he said, reaching round to roll Thorn over. She winced as he gently rolled her and lifted up the bottom of her shirt.

"I can't see anything..." he said.

"Is that good or bad?"

"Well, I guess it means the bullet's still in there somewhere."

"Yeah, got that, but is it a good thing or a bad thing? I mean, would it be better if it had gone straight through?"

"I don't know."

"Do you think it'll get infected or something?"

"I don't know," Hiccup said again.

"Can you thee bruithing? That could mean it'th hit thomething important," Toothless added.

"I don't _know_!" Hiccup exploded. "I don't know, okay? I don't know anything about being shot, and I don't know anything about guns or bullets or internal bleeding or _anything!_ I'm just guessing what to do, and I can only go so far. I'm not a wizard and I'm certainly not a magician. I'm just... I'm just a kid, I'm just Hiccup, and I'm just trying to save Thorn," he finished, his anger gradually subsiding.

"Well, you had me fooled," said Thorn after a moment.

"What?" asked Hiccup, perplexed.

"I couldn't tell you didn't know anything. You look so... professional. There's nobody I'd rather have here to help me."

"Okay. Okay. Right." Hiccup sat back, still, for a moment, before moving into action. "Right. I've got to put this around to try and keep pressure on your side, so you're going to have to help me a bit here." Together, Hiccup and Thorn worked to loop the belt around her stomach and position it over the wound. Hiccup placed the folded t- shirt underneath it, and pulled it tight. Toothless' belt was so small, and the added thickness of the t-shirt, that it would only do up on the first hole.

"It's a good thing you're such a stick; if you weren't, the belt wouldn't have gone round you."

"I'm not sure if that's meant to be an insult or a compliment," Thorn replied, regaining her cheeky side for a moment. "Uh, Hiccup?" she asked, and Hiccup turned from the window back to face her, concern written in the lines covering his face.

"Yeah? Are you okay?"

"It hurts a bit, but I'm feeling okay for now." For now. The rest of the sentence faded into oblivion as Hiccup's mind centred on those two words. Those two words sent his mind racing, tearing through thoughts and possibilities rather not visited.

For now? How long is now? Does that mean she's still going to die? And what about us? How long is 'for now' when it comes to our friendship? Will she even survive to see the friendship after this? Am I going to have to hold her in my arms as she fades away? Is she fading right now? And what about Toothless? What is going to happen to him? How are we going to get out of here? Is there someone watching and waiting outside, or are we going to have to get ourselves out?

After Hiccup's mind had lingered over all these questions, and more, for a little longer than anyone should have to, it moved on to the what ifs.

What if Thorn doesn't make it? What if I've done something wrong, and I've killed her already but I don't know it yet? What if Snotlout shoots somebody else? What if none of us stay friends after this?

Hiccup's mind was a never-ending blur of questions, but not a single answer appeared to him through the mist of unanswered questions.

"...Hiccup?" His name, called by one of the people most familiar to him, snapped him out of his reverie, and returned him to the present. He wasn't sure whether he preferred the questions only time could answer, or the pain he felt every moment he looked at Thorn because of his own inadequacy.

"Hmm?"

"What do we do now?" Thorn asked again.

Hiccup sighed, kept his anger tamped down, and said, "I don't know. I don't know a lot of things. But I do know we have to get out of here."

"Well, that's decided then," Thorn said, grasping her side and beginning to move.

"Hey hey hey!" Hiccup exclaimed. "What are you doing?"

"Getting out of here," Thorn replied, wincing as she moved a little more.

"I didn't mean _now_! You need to rest. Keep still." He moved over and tried to press her gently back to the floor, but she resisted.

"Get off, Hiccup," Thorn said, an almost maniacal gleam in her eye.

"Stop. You're going to hurt yourself more. Just stay still." But still Thorn squirmed and tried to escape Hiccup's hands.

"Well, I _am_ going to hurt myself more if you don't just let go of me!" She stopped struggling for a moment. "Okay. I'm not going to try and escape right now. I just want to stand up and walk over to the radiator. I want to walk so that if an opportunity to escape presents itself, I'll be able to get out under my own steam. Now, please, let me go."

Hiccup's hands lifted from her shoulders, instead moving to her back and helping her come up from her prone position. With Hiccup's help, Thorn made it to a sitting position.

"Okay, I can't stand up, so I'll get you as far as I can, but you're on your own after that. Think you can do it?"

"Yeah. I'm ready."

"Right. One, two three," Hiccup said, on three lifting her up as high as he could. She grunted, but managed to get her feet under her and stand up.

"Ow," was the first thing Thorn said when she stood up straight.

"How is it?" Hiccup pushed himself as high as he could to try and inspect his makeshift bandage. "I think it looks okay for now," he said, only realising a few moments later that the words 'for now' had already made their reappearance.

"Just a little stiff," was her reply. "I'm going to try getting over there now."

"I'm right beside you. Just take it easy."

Slowly, the strangest pair made their progress across the classroom. Thorn walked slowly with a limp, clutching her side; Hiccup dragged himself along the floor in an ungainly fashion.

"Wow, you guyth look rough," Toothless commented from his position on the radiator.

"Well, we're not going to be winning any medals for coming first in the 100m any time soon," Thorn replied with a grimace.

"In my case, I'll never be the one wining the 100m," Hiccup joked nervously.

"You could enter the Paralympics," Thorn suggested, taking another slow step.

"Considering I never had any sporting prowess even before I lost my leg, I think not," Hiccup replied brightly. He was trying to go along with the joke to keep the mood up.

"Well, then there should be an event for inventing stuff so you _could_ enter," Thorn answered.

"Don't forget an event thowcathing bravery. You'd win handth down," Toothless butted in.

"Thanks, guys. Maybe you should set up your own Olympic Games then," he replied as he finally reached Toothless along with Thorn. "Made it," he added triumphantly. "How are you feeling?"

"Not bad," Thorn replied, before sinking slowly to her knees and resting with her back on the wall.

"Let me take a look," Hiccup said, moving to her side and gently looking at her injury. There was a fresh splash of crimson gently working its way through the fabric of Hiccup's t-shirt. "You need to stay still; it's started bleeding again."

"Maybe I should lie down?" Thorn suggested.

"It might help." Hiccup helped Thorn to manoeuvre away from the wall and back onto the floor.

Thorn sighed as she settled down, closing her eyes and letting her head fall backwards to rest gently on the floor below. "What do we do now?" she asked, keeping her eyes closed.

"Same as earlier. We'll rest for a bit- maybe I can find some food. Hopefully we can either get out or someone will get us out, but that'll have to wait until later."

"Later?"

"Yep. Let's sleep first."

"Do we have to?" Thorn whined.

"Did you even need to ask that question?" Hiccup countered.

The trio settled down to sleep. Hiccup gathered up all the material that remained, and used it to build a crude blanket and pillow for Toothless and Thorn.

"I can't undo the tie, because that might count as trying to escape, and I don't want someone else to get shot because of me," Hiccup explained to Toothless as he awkwardly arranged the makeshift blanket over his thin frame.

Once he had finished with Toothless and Thorn, Hiccup pulled himself over to the corner where Snotlout had slept, and laid his head on the cold, bare floor.

"Don't you want anything?" Toothless asked.

"Nah, I'm fine. You two sleep well; I'll be okay here," he replied, not looking up.

"But-"

"I said no." Hiccup's sharp tone effectively put an end to any further conversation, and the three of them settled down into an uneasy slumber.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Sorry for the extra delay- I know I left the previous chapter as a bit of a cliffhanger, but I haven't had the chance to finish this off until now. I hope you enjoyed it, and don't forget to tell me what you think! **


End file.
